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CHAPTER 1


It was only a week after my 11th birthday when I was sent to live at Miss Hellview's Private School for Girls.
“Emily, this is best for all of us,” my mother said tearfully, giving me a hug. She handed me the small but expensive suitcase they'd just bought me. “We'll send you spending money every month.”
“I'm so sorry,” I answered, and I meant it. This was my own fault, after all. “Can I come home on holidays?”
“Of course, sweetheart,” my father answered, a little uneasily, I thought. But at least he was finally speaking up. “You'll only be two hours away.”
My father, normally not the openly emotional sort, had tears in his eyes as well. This wasn't easy for any of us. “We love you very much,” he threw in, to which my mom gave him an annoyed glance.
“I know you do, Daddy.”
Miss Hellview's was a boarding school hidden away in an isolated part of southern Alabama, a particular school in that only girls who'd gotten into trouble (not that kind of trouble) were sent there. Bad girls is what I mean, girls whose parents felt they simply couldn't be controlled any other way.
What used to be called wayward girls, I think.
I guess that would apply, though it was mostly my mother, surprisingly uptight at only 29-years-old, who considered me to be a troubled youngster. A child with far more energy than necessary, she said. Sexual energy, actually. In other words, she thought of me as a bad little girl who couldn't keep her legs together.
Which might or might not have been true. On the other hand, I didn't look anything like a bad girl.
I had one of those innocent faces that made grandmother-types adore me. A sweet angel's face I'd been told, with wide blue eyes and an easy smile, long radiant brown hair and braces still on my perfectly white teeth. That combination, and the fact I was only 4'8” and a skinny finally — beginning-to-develop 87 pounds, made me look even younger than I was.
Unfortunately, even my mother believed I was still a fragile little lamb. Or did, at least, which made her shock all the greater when she discovered otherwise.
“Oh, God!” she'd shrieked, going all-out hysterical in an instant. “I can't believe this! No! It can't be!”
But it was.
On the afternoon of my birthday, my very first day as an 11-year-old, she'd caught my father fucking me on the old couch in the basement. We were both so feverishly going at it, we hadn't heard her coming down the stairs.
“Fuck me, Daddy, keep fucking me!” I panted hoarsely, urging him on. I knew what he wanted to hear. My father loved filthy language from his adorable little girl. “You're fucking me so good! Uhhh! Yes, yes, yes! I'm your dirty little slut and I can't get enough of your big cock!”
Like that.
My father was a handsome man of just 30, tall with rugged features, dark-haired and blue-eyed like me and with a trim, athletic build. Trim build or not, though, his dick was far from it, fat and thick and at least 7” long every time I made it get hard.
And I'd made it get hard many, many times. I also knew how long it was because he'd let me measure it. More than once.
He'd fucked me endlessly on that battered couch, beginning a couple of years earlier, in every dirty position we could come up with. Part of the reason my father started fucking me in the first place, in fact, was because I'd try anything sexual, the dirtier the better.
And my mother-so straitlaced he said she squeaked when she peed-wouldn't.
I'd had his throbbing dick in my mouth, of course, and buried all the way in my slippery little-girl's cunt, and even half-way up my elastically puckered asshole. We'd always used a lot of flavored lubrication for that particularly filthy but fun act, and we both loved it. Anal sex.
My father would even lick me back there, in my anus and all around it, to get me relaxed and ready for the insertion of his stiff cock. Which was why it was always flavored lubrication he'd sneak into the house for us, usually peach or mango or something else tropical.
I liked it, too, the taste, often using it on his cock whenever I jacked him off while sucking him. I always did it until he came in my mouth. The added sweet tropical flavor was a great treat for me as I swallowed his erupting semen, my small hand eagerly jerking up and down in a blur to encourage even more of his spurting cum down my throat.
“Jesus, Emily,” he gasped that first time. “You swallowed it all!”
“I want to do it again,” I admitted. “It was fun.”
Even back then, I was an overly-excited 9-year-old. And it really was fun.
In other words, we'd tried every sexual thing we could think of, both knowing it was wrong, perverted, disgusting and even depraved, but loving every second of it: a father and his underage daughter secretly exploring the outer limits of their urgent but wholly unnatural needs.
“This is a huge sin,” I remember whispering shakily to my dad. This was as he was screwing the shit out of me, early last year when I was still a little 4th-grader at St. Katherine's Academy. “Really, Daddy, we shouldn't be doing this…”
My shorts and damp underpants were down around one ankle and his fervid thrusts into my tight, slickly-gripping cunt were getting faster and deeper with each pump of his hips. With my skinny arms wrapped around his neck, I had my bare thighs spread wide, my entire body alive with indecent sensations I found impossible to control.
Once I started fucking, I wanted it to never end.
“…but it feels too good to stop!” I admitted, groaning raggedly as the first spasms of yet another orgasm began within my crotch. I'd already come twice. “Ohhh God, I love fucking! I'm coming again! Ohhh! Fuck me faster, Daddy, faster!”
Which is why we kept at it.
And did it as often as we could get away with it. Right up to the time my mother caught us on the couch.



CHAPTER 2


The gentle bulge of my pubic mound was smoothly hairless back when my father and I first started fucking.
But my pink little pussy got very wet, very fast, even at such a tender young age. Much more than normal. At least, that's what my dad told me. He said I was super-slippery in there, with the most naturally-lubricated cunt he'd ever seen. Or ever had his dick in. And my clitoris, my clit, he'd informed me, was so overly sensitive he could almost make me come by just hotly breathing on it.
Which he did, that first time he put his face between my skinny legs, just breathing on it from so close I could almost feel his lips. And he did it until I was breathing hard myself, and swallowing even harder, my mounting excitement evident.
“Can I kiss it?” he'd asked me. “Emily…?”
And he gently spread apart the sensitive petal-like lips of my already-glistening young cunt with his fingers, holding me open down there, his continuing breath on my clit seemingly hotter by the moment.
My knees were sprawled open on our downstairs couch, my hands held somewhat nervously at my sides. I was a mere 9-year-old back then, but so sexually aroused I could barely think straight. I only knew I liked what he was doing (actually I loved it), and wanted more, more, more, whatever that meant.
“My pussy, you mean?” I asked, not certain I understood. “To kiss it?”
“It'll feel real good,” he promised. “If you let me…kiss you there.”
It didn't take a lot of thought on my part, even as naive and young as I was, to nod my agreement. In fact, it wouldn't be that big a leap. As he breathed on my clit, and held me open with one hand, he already had two fingers of his other hand sliding slowly in and out of my cunt, fingerfucking me, he'd said, probing into that slippery opening I'd first discovered myself at a far earlier age.
“I'm closing my eyes!” I told him with a little shiver. “Go ahead and kiss it.”
And I closed my eyes tight.
As a child I was always nervous at anything new or different, especially during those first few weeks of sneaking around with my father. After all, he and I were getting to know each other in a way hardly approved by any normal parent. Or by my mother, who apparently could be quite the bitch when provoked.
It was just a little scary, some of it, but exciting in so many sick ways.
When his lips first kissed my clit, especially that first time when I wasn't certain exactly what to expect, I jerked with a quick moan and began trembling so violently I swear I almost came right then!
It was that powerful a sensation.
I mean, of course I'd been using my fingers in bed every night to make myself come, but this was something entirely new to me, something far more pleasurable, a fresh experience I knew I'd want and need, over and over.
“Daddy!” I gasped, when he quickly went from merely kissing my clit to actually sucking on it. “Keep doing that! Don't stop, don't stop.”
I was suddenly squirming so wildly he could barely hold me down.
My skinny body jerked alive with pulsing sensations of pleasure so overwhelming I could not get enough of them. I pushed my crotch even tighter against his burrowing face, suddenly grabbing his hair with both small hands and pulling him into me as I worked my little pussy into his mouth.
And then I came so hard I couldn't breathe, my heart pounding in my ears and my cunt throbbing through one racking climax after another. Three in a row, actually. It was as if I was suddenly electrified, the shudders racing throughout my entire body knocking the wind out of me as my wildly tingling clit seemingly melted at my own father's expert attention.
“I think you killed me,” I breathed, finally, limply. “Daddy, my God, it felt so good in my cunt!”
“You came so fast,” he was surprised. “You're like a little sex machine.”
I was still trying to catch my breath, my heart pounding away in my narrow chest but finally slowing.
“It was the best feeling, ever,” I admitted.
My entire pubic mound and my bare inner thighs were still shiny from my overflowing juices. It seemed as if I'd gushed out a little river down there, right in his face. I was even soaked down in the crack of my bare little ass.
“I loved you sucking my cunt, especially at the top like that.”
Even at the beginning, we'd both used the words I supposedly wasn't even allowed to know, much less say out loud. Cunt. Cock. Clit. Cum. Climax. And those were just the C 's. I knew many, many more, with different letters. Little did my mom suspect.
“It's your clit, Emily,” he told me. “Your own little hot button.”
“Do it again,” I asked him, even before my breathing returned to normal. I spread my legs for him again, then used my own fingers to hold my cunt open. “Right now, Daddy. Please, do it again.”
He gave me a long look.
“Will you suck my dick after?” he asked, his idea of a fair trade, I guess. “I mean, really suck it?”
I'd been jacking him off by then, for over a week, a couple of times a day. Even in the car sometimes. I'd also put the swollen head of his cock in my mouth once, just as a little experiment to see what it tasted like. But, again, this was taking it to an entirely different level. And I had, after all, seen his cum going all over the place whenever I used my hand on him. A huge mess.
That was before we started using the tissues for me to aim him into.
“Okay, Daddy,” I told him. “But if it's too much to swallow when you come, I'm spitting it out.”
Like I said, I was pretty much agreeable to anything.
Anyway, over the last two years, whenever we screwed on the couch, we were always extra careful to listen for my mother. There were more than enough creaks in those basement stairs to warn us in plenty of time. But that afternoon of my birthday, we'd just been too involved.
“Emily, I love your sweet little cunt,” he'd been whispering to me, his big hard dick pistoning so far inside of me I swear I could taste it. “You're always so wet and hot and tight in there!”
We were doing it with me sort of half-sitting on the couch, facing forward, my bare thighs spread wide and my feet on the floor. My bare little ass was at the edge of the cushion, an old bath towel under it to sop up my never-ending juices and the eventual backwash of my father's load of cum.
It always poured out of my cunt, his semen, when he slid his thick cock back out of me, a sticky mess of opaque wetness that oozed down into the crack of my butt. He told me he always came a huge load when he fucked me.
“No one's ever made me come so much,” he'd said. “You just get me so damned excited!”
“I get just as excited,” I informed him. “That's why I come so fast.”
I was safe from pregnancy, though, because I knew my father had a vasectomy the very first year we started fucking. My mother thought it was for her, of course, because she'd decided early on that one child was more than enough for her. That I was more than enough for her, I guess.
But it was really for me, his darling little daughter, who he screwed every single time he could, that my father got himself fixed.
Anyway, that day we got caught, my dad was kneeling between my damp thighs, his hands on my narrow hips, jerking me forward with each of his rapid thrusts into my throbbing pussy.
At 11-years-old, I'd finally started maturing.
My underage cunt, bald two years earlier, was at last showing the faintest of emerging pubic hair, fine curly ringlets of it barely visible alongside the deeper pink slash of my slit. Even my tiny titties, ironing-board flat until recently, had begun to appear, two sweet handfuls (my dad said!) that I actually needed a training bra for. And my brownish-pink nipples were suddenly as big around as half-dollars, the even darker rubbery tips so highly sensitive they poked right out there at the merest touch.
In fact, while my dad repeatedly plunged his dick into me, I was pulling on both of my nipples, rolling them between my fingertips for every bit of extra pleasure I could get. It was as if there was somehow a wire, a direct current, straight down to my tingling clit from them.
“Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me harder!” I kept groaning, lost in the delicious sensation of it all. When he was buried to the hilt in my cunt like that, I just wanted to keep him there forever. “I love your hard dick in me so much! Ohhh God, I'll always be your dirty little slut! Keep fucking me!”
Like that.
Which I guess my mother didn't appreciate one bit when she heard it.
“You son of a bitch!” she screamed, but at my father. “Stop! You sick bastard, stop fucking your own daughter!”
We both froze like statues.
And then I reacted.
“Mom, it's my fault, it's all my fault,” I knew enough to start crying, and was instantly as hysterical as my mother. “I made Daddy do it to me! I did!”
That part was true enough, I guess. I figured my sweet little pussy was simply too much for him to resist. And every time we did it, I begged him to fuck me harder and faster and deeper and more, more, more.
I mean, I seriously wanted it.
So really, as I said, I'd seduced him, indirectly, starting when I was only an even skinnier 9-year-old, apparently a bad girl even back then. And I figured I deserved being sent away to Miss Hellview's Private School for Girls.
That was the only solution that would keep my parents together, me going away for awhile, to see how they'd get along on their own. It was either that or divorce, which I don't think any of us wanted.
We'd been a very happy family, it seemed, and we all three hoped we could one day return to exactly that: happiness together.
We'd see, I guess.



CHAPTER 3


Any time my father screwed me in my asshole, usually with me on my knees, it always took a lot of gentle effort. To say nothing of plenty of the peach or mango or pomegranate-flavored lubrication we used. It was just that his cock was so big-my small fingers couldn't even go all the way around the thickest part-and my tight young butthole was so little.
But it was definitely worth it, anal sex, for both of us.
“Daddy, this feels so dirty,” I'd moaned to him, that very first time.
“I can't believe it,” he'd breathed. “The head of my dick slid right in!”
It sure had.
And I'd definitely felt it wetly slip into me, widely opening my backdoor, as he'd called it. This was only about two months after we'd gotten used to regular fucking, the two of us sneaking around to do it every chance we could. So I was still only a sweet little 9-year-old schoolgirl.
But I'll admit I'd already developed into the most sexually eager 3rd-grader imaginable.
With the warm head of his dick already in me, my mouth was dry and I'd been swallowing repeatedly, my breathing ragged, following his instructions to relax my slick little butt-muscles. We were on the basement couch, me kneeling on it, naked, hanging onto the back of it with both hands. He was standing right behind me.
My mother was at work and my dad had driven home for lunch. To spend time alone with me, I knew.
“Your little asshole's throbbing like crazy!” he added.
I couldn't stop trembling, my knees buried in the couch and my skinny legs so shaky I was afraid I'd simply collapse into a little-girl puddle. Of course, the fact that I'd already had two orgasms and was on the verge of still another one had a lot to do with the shakiness.
That and the unbelievable sensations coursing through my quivering clit due to my brand new vibrator.

Ten minutes earlier, when my father first pressed the fleshy tip of his hard cock against my asshole, I'd been surprised but groaned and worked by bare ass back at him, wanting it inside of me. I'd had his finger up there before, sometimes while we screwed, and I knew how good it could feel. So I wanted him in either hole, my slippery pussy or my butt, just so I could go ahead and come.
He'd been fucking me doggy-style moments before, so I was lubricated like crazy and only about two seconds away from an orgasm.
And I didn't want him to stop. Or even to slow down.
“Daddy!” I gasped. “I'm ready to come!”
But he'd pulled his stiff dick out of my pussy, slick with my juices, and pressed it against my hot anus. Not going in yet but just holding it there.
“Let's try it in your butt, Emily,” he suggested. “We'll go real slow.”
I felt a sudden sick thrill at the idea, his dick going into my little asshole, not certain at that young age if it was something all girls did or just the bad ones. And that was also the first time he brought out a plastic tube of lubrication, the mango one. He set it aside on the couch.
“We'll use this,” he told me. “It's real slippery and it's flavored.”
I tried looking back over my shoulder at him.
“It's flavored, Daddy? Why?”
He gave me a little shrug.
“I'm going to lick your asshole,” he informed me, and gave one small cheek of my bare little butt a quick squeeze. “And stick my tongue in it, to relax you so my dick will go in easier.”
I have to admit, that sounded weird. But I was willing. I always was.
He'd been licking and sucking my pussy almost every time we had sex, and sticking his finger up my butt whenever I came (as an added little jolt of pleasure), so I just smiled back at him as if it was the most natural thing in the world.
At the same time, though, the perverted thought of my own father licking my butthole, and sticking his tongue in it, seemed like such a filthy idea, it got me even more aroused than usual. My already rapid breath from our recent doggy-style fucking quickened even more, my heartbeat kicking up another notch.
And I was thinking that only really dirty girls, genuinely bad girls, would even consider doing such an indecent thing.
“Do you and mom do this, too?”
He merely laughed at that.
“Are you serious?” he asked. “Sweetheart, your mother won't let me within a mile of her asshole!”
That figured.
Even blowjobs were off-limits for her, I'd learned, except for once a year on their anniversary. And even then, she refused to let him come in her mouth, which I didn't understand. I always let him come in my mouth.
In fact, I loved it, his throbbing geyser of cum almost too much to swallow as it warmly filled my mouth and spurted down my throat. And sometimes, if I jacked him off with my mouth wide open so he could watch it going in, ropy strands of it got on my face and in my hair, the overflow running down my chin more often than not.
Which excited both of us.
“Wait right here, Emily,” he said suddenly, backing away and leaving me kneeling naked on the couch. And he went to get something. “Don't move.”
“Daddy, I want to come!” I called after him, a little crossly. Our sex had come to a dead stop and I knew he had to get back to work soon. “Do it with your fingers for me, then. Please…”
I was always so polite.
And I meant for him to just quickly masturbate me so I could finally come. I'd have done it myself, but it was always a better orgasm for me when fingers other than my own manipulated my slick little clitoris. Especially my dad's fingers. He always made me come really good.
But he surprised me again.
“Sweetheart, I bought you a present.”
And he showed me what I later learned was a butterfly vibrator. With a small remote control. It was a tiny flat vibrator, shaped like a little blue butterfly, so that (when worn) the butterfly's body fit directly over my sweet young clit. And, for added fun, the small wings fit snugly against the overly-sensitive lips of my pussy, up near the top.
Also, as a back-up to the remote control (if you somehow lost it, I guess), it also had a tiny on-off switch in the center of it.
“Let me put it on you,” my father said. “Stand up and turn around. But we need to keep it hidden down here in the basement. Your mother would go absolutely nuts if she found it.”
“I'll bet.”
Although I wasn't exactly sure what it even was.
I was studying it as he helped fit the stretchy lightweight harness to me, the small ribbon-sized straps going around my narrow bare hips and then under and around my skinny upper thighs. He used the tiny adjustment buckles to make it nice and tight, the effect entirely unnoticeable, he informed me, if worn inside my underpants.
“But what does it do?” I wanted to know. That's how naive I was at that age. “Will I be wearing it to school? Like, under my panties?”
He laughed at that.
“You could,” he smiled. “But you'd better not.”
And he turned me back around and positioned me the way I was earlier, on my knees on the couch, hanging onto the back of it, with my bare little ass right out there for him. Like I said, I wasn't exactly certain what was about to happen, but I was betting it'd be something fun.
“Just be patient,” he told me. “Emily, arch your lower back so your butt sticks up a little more.”
“Okay.”
As soon as I did, moving my knees slightly wider so he could get at me better, he squirted a thick line of the mango lubrication into the warm crack of my butt. He next squirted a big glob right on my asshole, then set aside the tube. When he slipped a finger up my ass, it went in easily.
“I'm getting it all in there,” he told me. “The lubrication.”
“It feels good,” I told him. He was slowly moving his finger in and out of my twitchy little butthole, opening me up slightly back there as he did so. Then he inserted a second finger into me.
That was a first.
“I've got two fingers in your ass,” he said. “Does it hurt?”
I shook my head. “It still feels good,” I let him know. “Like you're fingerfucking my butt. I think I can come if you keep doing it…”
“You're going to come, all right,” he said. “Just wait.”
And he spread the small rubbery cheeks of my 9-year-old ass apart and pressed his face into the warm crack between them.
His tongue found my asshole easily and began probing into it, the sensation exactly as I'd expected: perverted. I mean, my dad was licking my asshole, his hot tongue encircling it repeatedly and then, every few moments, pressing against it as if he wanted his tongue to actually go inside my butt!
“Daddy, this feels so wrong!” I had to laugh nervously. “It's my asshole!”
“I know, sweetheart,” he managed to say.
He was still holding my ass open with his fingers, not only licking into my little puckered butthole, but also taking the time to lick up and down my entire crack. I could tell he really liked doing it, too.
“Just relax, Emily,” he said. “You're already opening up back here…”
That seemed to be true.
I could feel my asshole throbbing at the sensation of his tongue, and it did seem to open as he licked into it, the tip of his tongue finally going deeper into my butt as he did it. In fact, it suddenly seemed as if his tongue was inside my hot anus, probing so deeply into me the sensation felt very exciting. Sexually exciting. Even better than his two fingers had.
“Tell me what this feels like,” he said then.
And he pressed the small dial-like button on the remote control, sending the butterfly into action. The vibrations buzzed through my already tingling clit, even the lips of my cunt under the blue plastic wings suddenly alive with the sensation.
“Oh, God!!” I panted. My hands suddenly gripped the back of the couch so hard I couldn't let go. “Uhhhh! Uhhh! Daddy, I don't believe it! Uhhh! I'm already coming like crazy! Ohhh!”
In fact, the vibrations were so insanely intense that I came like a box of fireworks, my dripping cunt and my asshole both spasming with explosions of pleasure that had me groaning and panting for breath. My pussy was gushing wetness, my trembling inner thighs already coated with my own oily moisture.
“It's so good!” I kept moaning, the butterfly vibrator on my clit and my father's probing tongue in my hot asshole almost too much to take. “Daddy, I'm coming again! Ohhh, God, it's unbelievable! Uhhh!”
And it was then that my father pulled his face out of the hot crack of my ass, got into position and pressed the very tip of his cock against my throbbing asshole. As I wildly squirmed and panted, he squirted another large glob of mango-flavored lubrication into the juncture of his penis and my throbbing little anus.
And very gently, but persistently, he pressed his hips forward, which is when the entire swollen head of his thick cock sort of wetly popped into me, my butthole throbbing open to admit him.
“You're in my asshole,” I panted, tensing slightly. “It hurts just a little.”
“We're in no hurry,” he said to me. He gripped my slender trembling hips with both hands, staying in place behind me. “That's far enough in, for today, so I'll fuck you with just the head of my dick.”
He began almost imperceptibly rocking back and forth, the swollen tip of his cock staying where it was, going no deeper into my ass, but gripped so tightly by my asshole that he ejaculated up my rectum as soon as my new vibrator made me come again.
“I'm coming in your asshole, Emily!” my dad announced, the head of his dick suddenly jerking wildly within me. “I'm filling your little angel butt with cum! God, I love you so much!”
“I love you, too, Daddy,” I breathed. “Uhhh! Uhh! It just feels so good!”
My own orgasm, my third in the last few minutes, was overwhelming, especially with my own father's cock wedged into my ass. I squirmed back against him, pressing against his rigid cock until another slick inch or so slipped into me, a follow-up stream of his cum shooting hotly into my butt.
“I'm coming so hard!” I groaned, my orgasm seeming to go on and on. “Fuck my little asshole, Daddy, fuck it! Ohhh, God, I love it so much!”
And after several more long moments of groaning and panting and squirming my little bare ass back into him, I collapsed forward against the back of the couch, hanging onto it limply as he finally turned off the vibrator.
“Daddy…”
“I know, sweetheart,” he told me, as he slid his dick out of my still-throbbing little asshole. “That was great! You're so damn much fun to fuck! It's all I ever think about anymore, fucking you.”
“I liked it in my ass,” I said, half-turning to him. “You can try getting it in deeper next time.”
He just looked at me for a long moment, then kissed the backs of my narrow bare shoulders, one kiss on each side.
“No wonder I love you so much.”
And so over the next two years, we often added anal sex to our time together. Yet, as often as we tried, I could still only take about half of my father's thick cock up my little asshole, maybe 3 or 4 inches. It was that thick. Of course, getting even that much of it into me felt indescribably pleasurable to us both, especially when I climaxed and my clenching butt squeezed all that hot cum right out of him.
It was always great dirty fun.
We also used my secret butterfly vibrator every chance my dad and I could, like under my panties in the car during a quick trip to the hardware or grocery store. The orgasms I could build up to almost knocked me unconscious, particularly if we went for three or four in a row.
Once, when we were at the Greenbriar Mall and got ice cream, I came so hard when he used the tiny remote that I slid right out of my plastic seat onto the floor at the Food Court. It was like I was suddenly all lightheaded and my legs got too weak to hold me up, so my butt just slid out from under me.
The Security people rushed over to see if I was okay and they helped me up, but my dad sat me back down and told them he thought I was just getting the flu. He felt my forehead and nodded.
“I'm okay, really,” I stammered, embarrassed but my voice shaky like maybe I really was getting the flu. Plus I was flushed, so it seemed believable. “Just let me sit here for a minute…”
Then on the ride home my dad made me come twice more, my panties so soaked it made the crotch of my jeans look like I wet myself. I had to sneak upstairs and change them before my mother found out.
Luckily, when my mother finally did catch us fucking, my father and I were just going at it in the regular old way, my blue butterfly hidden under the cushions. We were merely an oversexed dad screwing his little oversexed daughter, possibly for the first time ever (that was our story, and we stuck to it).
Had my mother walked in on my father with his big cock stuck up my throbbing little 11-year-old asshole, using a tube of tropically-flavored lubrication, and with her darling youngster wearing a fancy little blue butterfly vibrator no less, I'm certain there'd have been actual bloodshed.



CHAPTER 4


Miss Hellview's Private School for Girls turned out to be an enormous red brick Colonial-style mansion, four stories tall with many large dormer windows across the wide expanse of its gray-slate roof.
The gigantic building had to be at least a hundred years old, but was probably much older. Far to the rear of the property, another huge red brick building looked to be a garage of sorts.
Situated on several acres of lush green grass, it was all entirely surrounded by a tall wrought iron fence.
The gated entrance was locked at all times, a coded pass card required to either gain admittance or leave. Once my parents drove away that evening in stony silence after dropping me off, I thought of the so-called school for troubled girls as an expensive prison of sorts.
It definitely had that quality.
“Welcome to your new home, Emily,” Miss Hellview said quietly, her throaty voice almost a whisper. In fact, I'd had to lean forward to hear her correctly. “I trust you'll be with us for quite awhile.”
“Yes, ma'am.”
As always, I was polite to a fault.
It was already dark out and Miss Hellview's office was a dimly-lit and painfully austere room with several straight-back wooden chairs and a huge stark desk. There were no flowers, plants or knick-knacks. The few prints on the walls were all somber grays and dark blues.
“Your parents chose to not inform us of the reason you're here,” she continued. “But I wonder if you'd care to enlighten us, so that we might better… help you during your stay with us.”
Miss Hellview was an extremely attractive woman of my mother's age, maybe even younger, but looked far more mature due to her prim dark clothing and the way her fine blonde hair was pulled tightly back, severely so.
Her piercing blue eyes were focused on me with what I immediately took to be a sort of crocodile-kindness, her smile, as she sat straight and rigid behind her desk, not at all comforting.
I swallowed hard, then exhaled slowly, steadying myself.
“No, ma'am,” I said quietly, with a little shrug as if it wasn't such a big deal. “I'd rather not go into it, if you don't mind.”
Miss Hellview studied me calmly for several more somewhat unnerving moments, in no hurry to relieve my awkwardness. I was in a pair of new designer jeans, white tennis shoes and a simple little pullover blouse, my small gray fabric purse smart but nicely unobtrusive. These were more gifts from my folks so I might better fit in at what they called a very exclusive private school.
Still, I felt very much out of place.
When I volunteered nothing further, Miss Hellview finally nodded and picked up her phone. “Please send Velda to me,” she spoke into it, and hung up. Her gaze returned to me. She tried another smile.
I remained silent.
“Very well,” she said to me then. “Perhaps when we've all gotten to know each other better…”
“Yes, ma'am.”
A few moments later, the door to her office opened and a tallish girl of about 14-years-old walked in. She was a sturdy-looking blonde, not fat but definitely strong, in a school uniform not unlike the uniforms we'd always worn at St. Katherine's Academy: dark plaid skirt just above the knee, crisp white short-sleeved blouse and dark blue knee socks.
“Yes, Aunt Christina?”
She gave me a glance as she came in, a not particularly friendly glance, actually, and I could see the family resemblance: Velda was obviously Miss Hellview's young niece, a healthy but somewhat cold Nordic-type, who for some reason I felt would prove to be troublesome for me in the future.
The very near-future, as it turned out.
“Please escort Emily to her room,” Miss Hellview told her. “Put her up in the younger wing, with Pamela and Maryanne. Make certain she gets a new uniform and is comfortably settled in.”
And I swear I noticed a secret little look pass between them, only the trace of a quick little smile on the younger girl's lips. But then immediately it was followed by a nod of agreement from her. Without another word, Miss Hellview's attention then returned to the work on her desk.
“Get your suitcase,” Velda said simply. “Follow me.”
The wide hallways of the lower floors, as dimly lit as Miss Hellview's office and lined with metal lockers and the doors to several classrooms, were deserted at that hour. I followed a weirdly silent Velda up two broad flights of stairs to the third floor, where she guided me to a solid wooden door.
A small brass nameplate told me it was the storeroom.
She opened the door, reached in to turn on the overhead light, then stood aside, ushering me in. It turned out to be a very large room without any windows, a storeroom indeed with wooden shelves along the walls that reached the ceiling. School uniforms, gym shorts, bed sheets, towels, toilet paper, cleaning supplies and assorted other items filled the shelves.
In the center of the room, with plenty of space on each side, was a large ancient wooden table with a scarred top, clearly used when gathering together supplies. Two old wooden chairs sat nearby, the kind with wooden arms on each side and thinly padded green leather seats secured by tarnished brass rivets.
I put down my suitcase and turned toward the stacks of uniforms.
But at a sound from the hall, I turned back (as did my tall blonde guide) to discover two other uniformed girls of Velda's age had joined us.
I would later learn they were both 8th-graders as well, all three 14-year-olds considered to be the school bullies. The shorter one who'd come in was Ingrid, a slim little redhead with an abundance of freckles, the other one Carol, as tall and blonde as Velda, though slightly slimmer. It was Carol who quietly closed and then carefully locked the door behind her.
“Take a look in her purse,” Velda said simply.
“Hey!” I said, but to no avail as the smaller Ingrid grabbed my gray purse away from me. “What are you doing?!”
“Shut up,” Velda said.
The little redhead handed my purse to her, their apparent leader, who opened it and quickly looked through it. She looked up with a smile to the other two, then brought out the wad of folded bills my father had given me for incidentals.
“We'll hold this for you,” she announced. Then, oddly, she gave me back $15 of my own money with a smirk. “You're going to earn this.”
I looked to each of them, puzzled to say the least.
“Doing what exactly?”
Velda favored me with a dark smile.
“Have you ever licked a girl's pussy?” she asked simply.
I looked to each of them, not nearly as afraid as they might have thought. I'd never been with another girl sexually, that was true, but it didn't mean I hadn't fantasized about it.
Plus, whenever my father and I could find time alone, we'd watched many adult videos of girls doing dirty things with other girls, always exciting to us both. He'd even promised me, when I turned older, that he'd take me to a massage parlor in the city, one of those places where the girls did whatever for a price. Including being with another girl. Sexually.
So…
“No,” I answered. And I made a face. “That would be disgusting.”
I'd suddenly decided to act the innocent little 11-year-old schoolgirl, figuring there might be some advantage I couldn't see yet, by becoming someone other than the real me.
All three of the girls shared a knowing look at my answer, then sort of closed in on me. Little Ingrid grabbed one of my wrists and big Carol grabbed the other, holding me roughly between them while even bigger Velda threw aside my purse and then undid the front of my new jeans.
Unzipping and pulling them open, Velda laughed harshly and said, “Get ready for your first lesson here at your new school.”



CHAPTER 5


While Ingrid and Carol held me by my wrists, Velda yanked my jeans down over my slim hips and let them fall to the floor around my tennis shoes. Then she hooked her thumbs on each side of my panties and yanked them down as well. Finally, she bent down and roughly pulled off my tennis shoes, then made me step out of the tangle of my jeans and panties.
I stood naked from the waist down, trembling slightly, my pussy and my bare ass exposed to their eyes.
“Look, she already has hair starting on her cunt!” the little redhead Ingrid said with some surprise. And to me, “How old are you? What are you, like about a 9-year-old or something?”
I swallowed hard, then shrugged. They'd find out sooner or later. “I just had my 11th birthday,” I said. “But I'm already in the 5th grade.”
Velda was pushing up my top, then stopped when she discovered my skimpy little training bra. “She's even got a bra,” she laughed, then reached around and unsnapped it. Her blue eyes widened. “She's even got little tits!”
Which was true, of course. What my dad called 'the two sweetest little handfuls ever.'
Miss Hellview's blonde niece reached out and gave both of my emerging boobs a quick squeeze, her hands warm and the sensation of her touch causing my dark pink nipples to suddenly harden into pointy tips.
“She's getting excited,” Carol laughed. With her free hand, and still tightly holding my wrist with her other, she tweaked one of my nipples between her fingertips, then pulled at it, causing my breath to catch in my throat. “I'll bet she's already wet.”
“Let's see,” Velda said.
I jerked with an involuntary little gasp when the tall blonde girl's fingers slid up into my pussy, her bright blue eyes never leaving mine as she explored the slippery center of me. She was correct in assuming I was wet. In fact, I was soaked, my overly-lubricated vagina betraying my excitement at what was happening to me.
“For such a little girl,” she said, “you've got a very grown-up cunt.”
I said nothing, but Velda then smiled wickedly as she brought her fingers out of my pussy and up to my face. She smeared my own oily wetness across my lips, trying to put her fingers into my mouth, but I kept it tightly closed. I wasn't going to make this any easier for them.
“Open up,” she told me. “You need to get used to this taste.”
And Carol, towering over me, suddenly bent my arm up behind my back, making me cry out with pain. At the same time, Velda stuck two of her slickened fingers into my mouth. I'd tasted myself before, of course, both on my father's big cock and when I was even younger as simple little-girl curiosity, but there was an added weirdness (and meanness) to it this time.
“Suck your pussy juice off my fingers,” Velda commanded, while Carol kept my arm bent up behind me. Then she warned, “She'll hurt you worse, if you don't.”
And so, while the three of them watched, I sucked on Velda's fingers, the girl in no hurry to take them out of my mouth. When she got bored with that, she ordered, “Now lick them.”
So I ended up licking both of her fingers all over while the three girls kept me in the center of their tight little circle.
Finally, Velda dropped her hand and said, “Now, get ready for a new taste.”

Still locked in the school's storeroom with all three older girls, I soon found myself naked on my knees in front of the wooden chair little Ingrid sat upon.
They'd put a couple of bath towels on the floor for me to kneel on, apparently because I was going to be there for quite some time. I was expected, after all, to attend to each of them in turn. And Velda had decided to let their smaller redheaded friend go first because it clearly excited both her and Carol to watch.
“You know what to do,” Miss Hellview's niece informed me. “Stick your face in there!”
“I can't,” I whimpered, still the innocent 11-year-old youngster as far as they were concerned. “It's too awful a thing to do.”
Slender little Ingrid was leaning back in the chair with her bare ass at the forward edge of the seat, her slim freckled legs (in her dark blue knee socks) spread wide. She had her plaid schoolgirl skirt bunched up around her trim waist.
Her panties were off, her protruding 14-year-old cunt a mass of untrimmed red pubic hair, all of it matted nearly flat by the wetness oozing out of her. Her entire crotch was already swollen with excitement, the lips of her pussy thickened and clearly sensitive, her tiny clit peeking out at me from beneath the fleshy folds surrounding it.
There was no doubt about it: she was entirely aroused.
I was looking straight up her cunt from where I knelt, the sharp odor of it in my nostrils, the slippery wetness of it nearly glistening from the overhead lights.
“Lick it!” Velda commanded again. “You're our new cunt-licker!”
“Please don't make me,” I begged, shaking my head as if in abject horror. “I don't want to.”
But Carol, kneeling beside me to apparently see better, put her large hand on the back of my head, entwined her fingers in my dark brown hair, and pushed my face right into Ingrid's cunt.
“Lick it,” she said.
And so, finally, I acquiesced, my mouth (for the first time ever!) touching another girl's wet pussy. I'll admit that the indecent thrill of it, the dirty fun of it-regardless of the circumstances-caused my heartbeat to quicken, my breathing to speed up as well. At the same time, my own cunt was suddenly throbbing with lewd excitement.
I began by licking up and down 8th-grader Ingrid's juicy slit as the other two older girls raptly watched, my tongue slipping inside her as I did so. With a quick flickering tongue-motion I'd learned from my father (doing it to me!), I pressed my mouth tightly into her cunt so that her swollen cunt-lips opened to admit me. I probed into her sweet juicy center as deeply as I could.
“Oh, wow!” Ingrid gasped with genuine surprise. “It feels great!”
And then, slipping my tongue back out but licking at everything I could reach while doing so, I then probed deeply into her again, the effect sort of a slow tongue-fucking sensation for the now-trembling girl.
My own father had gotten me wildly excited, many times, doing exactly the same to me.
“That's it,” little Ingrid moaned, her narrow hips jerking with the merest little groan each time my tongue dipped deeply into her. “God, that's really good! Don't stop, don't stop! Oh, yeah, yeah, yeah! Lick my pussy!”
In truth, all four of us girls were excited by what I was doing, my own breathing by then nearly matching theirs for roughness as I continued to lick and suck the little red-haired girl's cunt.
“Ohhh God,” Ingrid moaned again. And to the others, “I can't believe it-she's really good at this!”
Velda, watching so closely I could almost feel her breath on my face, suddenly ordered, “Now do her clit! Do it!”
“Right,” I murmured, merely following instructions. In truth, I'd been planning on getting to the little redhead's quivering young clitoris any moment anyway. No surprise, I was secretly loving every single second of what I was being forced to do. “Whatever you say.”
And as I moved my mouth slowly up to the smaller girl's swollen clit, my tongue licking into her still as I made my way to it, I couldn't help but notice that Velda and Carol had their hands under their plaid skirts and in their own panties.
They were both masturbating feverishly as they watched us.
“Oh yes!” Ingrid gasped when I finally began sucking wetly at her clit. I had both hands on her bare inner thighs, spreading them wider as I pressed my face even tighter into her red-haired cunt. “My God, she's making me come already! Uhhh! Oh, God, I'm coming! Yes! Keep sucking my clit!”
And, just because I was as much into it as the three of them, but still acting as if I wasn't, I managed to 'accidentally' slip a finger into Ingrid's wildly throbbing little pink asshole as she climaxed.
“Ohh God!” she moaned, squirming her bare ass in the wooden chair. “I'm coming so fucking hard! Uhhh! It's so good!”
I stayed right at her pussy, kneeling between her spread thighs with my face pressed into her crotch, sucking at her clit while I fingerfucked her twitching anus. Ingrid groaned and panted for several long moments before she finally went limp with a final little gasp, her head thrown back and her eyes closed as her slender legs suddenly splayed even wider apart, weakly so.
“That was almost too good,” she breathed. “It wore me out…”
“I'm next,” Carol said quickly. “Right now.”
And the taller girl grabbed Ingrid's slender wrist and nearly yanked her out of the wooden chair, moving the other girl out of the way and dropping down into her place. Carol was already breathing so hard she was shaky.
“You know what to do,” she told me. “And use your fingers up my butt like that, too.”
I nodded glumly, picking a stray strand of Ingrid's curly red pubic hair out of my mouth and flicking it to the floor.
“Fine…” was all I said. Then, “Let's get this nightmare over with.”
Hah.



CHAPTER 6


Unlike Ingrid, the larger 14-year-old blonde girl Carol had shaved her entire pubic area, her cunt openly displayed to me in all its glory.
And it was a glorious cunt, the bulge of her pubic mound so smooth she must have waxed it as well. The slick lips of her cunt were parted slightly, and swollen, of course, the juicy pink center of her slit filled with so much moisture it'd already run down into the crack of her firm-looking ass.
“Make me come fast,” the girl told me. “Like you did Ingrid.”
Carol had her plaid skirt bunched up around her waist as Ingrid had done, but her longer and shapelier legs were spread even wider. In addition, she'd unbuttoned her uniform blouse and unhooked her bra, pushing it up out of the way. She was squeezing her own bare breasts, arousing herself before I even got started.
“Come on!” she urged me. “Do it.”
Her large nipples were surprisingly dark for a blonde, more brown than pink, and she began pulling at them as they grew even longer, plucking at them. Her breathing was already labored and shaky from watching me eat out little Ingrid.
Instead of immediately licking her cunt, though, I first surprised her by kissing the smooth expanse of her bare inner thigh. She sighed softly, swallowing, but did not stop me or try to hurry me along. Her smooth flesh was already damp from her excitement, but not unpleasantly so, and I kissed and licked my way along her bare inner as I headed to her pussy.
“That feels nice,” she murmured, settling in for what she knew was to come next. “You are good at this…”
But instead of beginning to lick her slippery cunt, I surprised her again by slipping two fingers into the puckered slot of her asshole, slick with her own wetness. She jerked with a little moan, swallowing hard again, and I could feel the little muscles within her rectum grip my fingers even as I began sliding them in and out.
“Like that!” she moaned again. “Oh yeah, that's perfect!”
And as I fingerfucked her slickly-throbbing asshole, Carol began working her bare hips in a tight little circle from where she sat, almost like fucking. Her fingers were more feverishly pulling at her nipples, her breath now coming in quiet moans, and I hadn't even touched her pussy yet.
“Ohhh God, that's it, that's it!”
I'll admit here, I was easily as excited as the big blonde I was kneeling in front of, my own cunt so swollen and wet with arousal it was only through sheer willpower that I didn't reach down and give it a quick squeeze.
Or begin fingering myself.
But I'd never let the three bullying 8th-graders know I was wildly enjoying what they were forcing me to do. I was keeping that as my own secret. One day, I knew, I'd be getting even with them.
When I leaned forward and finally began licking into Carol's dripping cunt, she started immediately panting, her entire body trembling uncontrollably. She started working her pussy against my mouth, sort of fucking my face, which was more exciting for me than I'd ever admit.
My own heartbeat was at it again, pounding away in my chest as my blood was apparently boiling due to where I had my mouth: on a gorgeous blonde's hot pussy! I probably was a big lesbian, after all, something I'd always wondered about but never had a chance to find out.
Now I knew: I loved licking other girl's cunts!
Carol was squirming around in the chair and panting so hard I thought she might actually pass out, her sweet cunt gushing so much wetness I could have drowned in it. And died happily. I was sucking wetly at it, licking her cunt-lips avidly and probing with my eager tongue deeply into the sugary sweet center of her pulsating hole.
My face was soaked with her juices, slippery and shiny, I knew, but I pushed my tongue still deeper into her, my fingers by then rapidly sliding in and out of her twitching asshole.
“It's so fucking good!” Carol managed, twisting her hips back and forth. “You're killing me! Uhhhh! I'm so close! So close to coming! Ohhh God, I love it, I fucking love it! Eat my pussy, you little slut, eat it!”
And, of course that was exactly what I was doing, eating out an oversexed 8th-grader while her two friends eagerly watched.
As soon as my tongue probed under the fleshy pulsing hood of her clitoris, she came, my lips barely finding it, and sucking it, as she started groaning her way through an orgasm that had her wildly pumping her hips.
“I'm coming, I'm coming!” she managed, her face contorted with what seemed to be intense pain but was in reality the greatest pleasure known to any woman. Or little girl. “Ohhh God, I'm coming so fucking hard! Don't stop, don't stop!”
And I didn't, so aroused myself I could have come with the slightest graze of a fingertip against my own clit. My excitement kept my mouth locked onto her slippery clit, my fingers still pistoning quickly into her clenching asshole.
“I'm still coming!” Carol cried out. “I can't believe it! I'm coming and coming!”
For several more long moments she thrashed and squirmed but, like Ingrid earlier, finally sighed loudly and went limp, her breath still coming in ragged heaves. Yet I still was sucking her cunt, so into it myself that I didn't want it to end.
“Enough!” Velda's voice cut through my own fog. “Stop, you little slut!”
And she grabbed my damply tousled hair from behind and yanked my face out of her blonde friend's soaking wet crotch.
“Ow!” I cried out. “What are you doing…?”
I reared back on my knees, breathing hard and shaky. I hadn't meant to let myself go like that, to let any of the three of them know it wasn't exactly a terrible experience for me.
“I was just trying to get it over with,” I explained, shrugging it off. “This whole thing. It's disgusting to me, having my mouth on another girl's…vagina.”
Velda studied me a long moment.
“It didn't look like you were disgusted,” she said. “I think you're starting to like it.”
When I said nothing, she looked to each of her friends.
Carol was still hanging limply in the wooden chair, her bare thighs spread wide and glistening with her own moisture, her breath slowly returning to normal. Ingrid was sitting cross-legged on a couple of bath towels on the floor. Her eyes were once again bright with excitement at the performance Carol and I'd provided, her plaid skirt off and tossed to the side. She had her fingers deep in her 14-year-old cunt, openly masturbating.
“It's my turn to get licked now,” Velda announced. “But I think I've got a much better idea…”
I met her gaze, then shook my head.
“Great.”



CHAPTER 7


Under Velda's supervision, the other two 8th-graders wheeled out an ancient roll-away bed that'd been hidden at the far end of the room behind several boxes. Carol unhooked the spring latch at the top and opened it up. It was an old steel-framed twin model with a thin, dusty mattress that, surprisingly, I could see was covered by a clean sheet.
“Jackson takes turns with us,” little Ingrid volunteered, apparently without thinking. “We fuck on this.”
“Shut up,” Velda suddenly said to her.
“Who's Jackson?” I wanted to know. “A teacher?”
They all three gave me a look.
“It's none of your business,” Velda said, “but all the male teachers live in town. Only the women teachers live here. And Jackson, the handyman, has a place over the garage.” She grabbed my skinny arm then, hard. “Forget Ingrid said anything about Jackson and fucking. No one knows about it and that's the way it's going to stay.”
She pushed me to the side as she said it. I rubbed my arm, nodding. “Fine,” I told her. “I can keep a secret as well as anybody.”
“We'll see,” she warned. “You don't want to cross us, or you won't like it here.”
“I already don't like it here.”
The two taller girls had followed the red-headed Ingrid's lead and taken off their plaid skirts, and then all three took off their blouses and bras. In only their dark blue knee socks, they'd left me bare-assed naked. My secret excitement from my earlier 'fun' with Ingrid and Carol had perked up my nipples and caused my 11-year-old cunt to be literally dripping.
“Look how hard her nipples are!” Ingrid pointed out. “And her pussy's soaked!”
They made me climb onto the roll-away bed, sideways across it on my hands and knees, so that my bare little ass was sticking up in the air, facing them. The mattress was so thin, I could feel the wire-springs beneath it giving with my weight, under my skinny knees. In fact, I had to grab onto the far edge of the mattress with both hands, holding on tight, to steady myself.
Which is when Carol and Ingrid took the opportunity to each slip a long silk scarf around my slim wrists and loop the other ends tightly under the edge of the mattress, tying those ends to the wire springs beneath. Tightly.
I pulled at them, experimentally, and found I couldn't move either hand.
“This is very weird,” was all I could think to say. “What if there's a fire?”
They all just laughed at that.
“You little slut,” Velda said, her own excitement evident by the hoarseness in her young voice. “Spread your legs wider.”
And as I did, Carol and Ingrid again took the opportunity to tie each of my slender ankles in a similar fashion, to the other edge of the bed, silk scarves holding me in place. It turned out I could move my bare ass up and down and forward and back slightly, but otherwise not get off the bed at all.
“Perfect,” Velda said with a little laugh.
She then moved up behind me and spread the bare cheeks of my rubbery-firm butt apart with her fingers so they could all get a better look. I could tell by their breathing, the sudden tightness of it, that they were all looking straight up my pink little-girl cunt and even at my sweet tiny asshole-like my pussy, it was also slick and throbbing with excitement at the indecent show I was being forced to give them.
Velda was the first to speak.
“You're so wet, it's obvious you got turned on licking their pussies,” she realized. “So we're going to do something completely different. Something you won't like. At least, at first.”
Whatever that was.
I'll admit, though, seeing Velda walking around in just her dark knee socks when she'd stripped had been a bigger thrill to me than I'd ever admit. Her flawless body was as solid as I'd imagined.
And I'd been right-Velda wasn't fat in the least, just… sturdy is the word. Her firm legs were smooth and shapely, her teenage bare ass solid and roundly firm. Her perfect breasts were big and heavy-looking, with extremely large pink nipples. And they swayed deliciously with every little move she made.
She was extremely grown-up for a mere 14-year-old.
But mainly, I'd found myself staring directly at her cunt, which she couldn't help but notice. She half-smiled for a scant moment, as if to herself, but then looked away from me with genuine annoyance.
The sensitive outer lips of her pussy gaped slightly open with the swollen thickness caused by her arousal, the juicy center of her deep slit so slickly wet with anticipation it was like an actual gash of dark pink between her legs. Her fine blonde pubic hair had been trimmed neatly and was already matted with her flowing wetness, even her firm bare inner thighs damp with it.
It was her clit, though, that had my full attention.
Velda's swollen clit easily protruded from under the fleshy little hood that normally protected it. It was easily twice as big as mine, which got me wondering if it might also be twice as sensitive.
Anyway, while I was kneeling there, imagining what it'd be like to suck on that girl's sweet clit, even as mean as she clearly was, a sudden stinging slap to my bare ass caused me to jerk with a sharp little yelp.
“Ow!” I said for the second time that evening. “Hey!”
And before I could continue to complain, or again cry out, Carol was tying several more longish silk scarves, twisted together as one, around my head, then using it as a gag in my mouth.
“We don't want you waking up the whole school,” little Ingrid informed me as the taller blonde tightened the gag. “This is, like, your initiation.”
And Velda stepped in front of me, showing me what was in her hand: a flat wooden paddle, long and thin and springy, with several holes drilled in to reduce air friction. She smacked it against her own outstretched hand, making me jump involuntarily.
“Don't tell anyone about this,” Velda warned me. “Or we'll stick your head in the toilet some night.”
I could only stare at the paddle, my attention riveted as my eyes began to tear up at the thought of what she was about to do to me. But then I realized there was something even weirder going on. Far weirder.
When Velda stepped back slightly, I saw she was wearing a black leather strap-on dildo, a device of chrome studs and belts around her firm bare hips. It was holding a pink-colored dildo snugly in place.
“Do you like my dick?” she smiled wickedly at me, giving it a squeeze as she did so. “I stole it out of my Aunt Christina's walk-in closet.”
I stared, mesmerized, at the dildo itself.
It was not huge, only about 5” long and not even as thick around as my own father's big cock. It was, I realized, the perfect size for use on a young girl, one who wasn't very experienced sexually. As if it'd been chosen at that smaller size to pleasure girls who might be students, say.
Huh.
But, small or not, it was bumpy all over with raised smooth studs and, more importantly, it wasn't just a rubber dildo at all, but rather a flesh-like vibrator, the round head of it already humming quietly.
“It's a vibrator!” little Ingrid announced, assuming I'd never seen one. “A really good one.”
I swallowed hard at the thought, shaking my head.
But then Velda moved around behind me and gave my bare ass a stinging smack with the paddle, causing me to suddenly jerk tight against my silken bonds with a muffled little scream.
I clearly wasn't here for my own pleasure.



CHAPTER 8


I strained against the silk scarves holding me in place with every stinging smack of the springy paddle, my bare little ass squirming around in a useless effort to avoid the blows. But my actions seemed only to tighten the silken bonds around my wrists and ankles.
“It hurts!” I kept crying out, but only into the improvised gag they'd fashioned. I knew no one outside the storeroom could hear a peep from me. “Oh, God, it stings so much! Damn all of you!”
They each took the paddle and spanked me with it, their blows of varying strength depending on whose turn it was.
With Ingrid, I could tell, she struck my bare ass just hard enough to sting, but not so hard that it particularly hurt. In fact, her lightweight blows, almost more playful than vicious, seemed to be exciting me to even greater heights of arousal, especially when, to my complete surprise, she reached between my legs and inserted two fingers into my cunt from behind. She pushed them all the way in, probing deeply.
“Ohhh!” I breathed at the sensation, pushing my bare ass back at her with the latitude of movement I had. “God, yes, fingerfuck me until I come!”
She then began paddling me with one hand while she fingered me with her other, soon having three of her small fingers deeply in my cunt. The ridge of her smooth knuckles pressed into my tight opening repeatedly until, expanding my slick hole gradually, she finally managed to insert all four fingers of her small hand.
“Oh, God!” I moaned shakily, when her knuckles slipped inside. “Keep doing that! Don't stop!”
I was so wet, Ingrid's four fingers and her knuckles in my pussy made a soft sucking sound with every in-and-out move she made. My God, she was fucking me with almost her whole hand.
“That feels so good,” I crooned, shuddering. “I'm loving it! Ohhh God! Keep doing that!”
But, with a little laugh, Ingrid suddenly was gone, replaced by Carol. The big blonde took the paddle from the little redheaded girl and began paddling me for real.
“Oww!” I suddenly cried out, repeatedly, squirming my ass in every way. “It hurts, it hurts! It stings so much!”
And then, shockingly, Carol finally paddled me so hard I actually shuddered and wet myself, peeing just the slightest amount on the bed, but peeing nonetheless. I was mortified.
“God, she pissed!” Carol laughed. “I knew it!”
But then, even more to my surprise, the tall girl fastened her mouth on my cunt from behind, my paddling forgotten. She licked into me, lapping deeply into my slick pussy with her probing tongue, making slippery little noises all the while with her mouth.
After several highly pleasurable moments later, she then licked her way straight up to my asshole.
Once at that hot little 'backdoor' of mine, she kept her face pressed warmly between my cheeks and licked deeply into my asshole. And a moment after that, as Ingrid had done, she inserted three fingers into my cunt and began rapidly pumping them in and out from behind.
“Oh God!” I groaned into my silken gag, tasting the fabric of it. “I'm coming, I'm coming! Uhhh!”
And it was true-an orgasm of tremendous proportions shook me to the core, my entire body alive with it. I squirmed and strained against the silken ties holding me, my cunt so alive I could feel my juices running freely from between my legs. A little river of it was flowing down my bare thighs.
“Get out of the way!” I heard Velda suddenly tell Carol.
She roughly pulled the other blonde girl away from me, Carol's hot mouth sliding away from between the cheeks of my butt as her hot tongue slid out of my throbbing asshole.
A moment later, I felt the head of the vibrating dildo Velda wore sliding into the slippery lips of my pulsing cunt, my climax still racing through my crotch as she pushed the thing all the way into me with a single thrust.
“It went in so easy!” Velda marveled, clearly expecting far more resistance. “It went right in!”
“Ohh, my God!” I had to gasp. “Fuck me with it! Please!”
The vibrating sensations filled my underage pussy so strongly I was soon panting for breath. Within seconds, she turned the vibrator to 'high' and began really fucking me, gripping my narrow bare hips with both hands and driving the dildo into me.
“Oh, yes, fuck me with it,” I begged her. “Fuck me, fuck me!”
And Miss Hellview's niece did exactly that. She rammed the vibrating bumpy dildo into me without letup, her pistoning strokes long and hard and relentless.
“God, I really love it” I moaned into the gag. “Fuck me, fuck me as hard as you can! Deeper, fuck me deeper!”
And I suddenly had another orgasm, the relentless fucking I was getting from Miss Hellview's blonde niece so exciting that I came again.
And again, and again…



CHAPTER 9


It was just after 11:00 p.m. when Velda and her 8th-grade cohorts in crime dressed me again as if I was a helpless little doll. They handed me back my purse and suitcase and took me up another flight of stairs to the top floor.
“I was supposed to get a uniform,” I suddenly remembered. “That's what Miss Hellview said.”
“Tough,” Carol told me, pushing me along. “We forgot and it's late.”
When we were near the end of a long hallway, they pushed me into the room I'd be living in during my stay at Miss Hellview's Private School For Girls.
“Not a word to my aunt,” Velda warned, a mean look on her face. “If you talk, you die.”
But then she grabbed my arms, held me in place and kissed me fully on the mouth, a long kiss, her tongue even darting in against mine for a brief moment before she roughly pushed me away.
Then the three of them disappeared back down the hall.

I stood in the darkness of my new room, admittedly scared and more than a little shaken by my recent experience with the three 14-year-old bullies. The door was still open behind me and I tried seeing into the room using only the dim lighting from the hall shining in.
I couldn't see much. But then someone turned on a nightstand light.
“Are you Emily, the new girl?” a pretty girl I soon learned was named Maryanne asked, sitting up in bed. She was young like me, about 10 or 11 years old, with dark hair that was cut fairly short. “That's your bed over there, on the end.”
I nodded my thanks with a nervous little smile. I felt numb and was suddenly grateful for any human kindness.
It was a nice enough room, I saw, one of the dormer rooms on the very top floor, beautifully and subtly wallpapered in shades of mauve. There were three beds arranged with bright oval loop rugs between them, and three dressers and three nightstands, each with a multi-colored Tiffany-like lamp. There was also a small antique-type desk with a green-shaded desk lamp against one wall.
I also saw that my other new roommate, an even younger girl who seemed to be only 8 or 9, was sharing Maryanne's bed. As I stood there, still unmoving, the littler girl sat up as well and pointed behind me. “Close the door and come on in.”
This was Pamela, who turned out to be a weirdly smart and mature 8-year-old, a skinny 3rd-grader with long blonde hair and pale blue eyes. From what I could see, with the sheet partly covering her, she was bare-assed naked. It was also obvious what she and Maryanne had been up to, especially since Pamela's young chin was still shiny with the older girl's wetness.
And both girls seemed wide awake, even though I'd assumed my new roommates would be sound asleep at that late hour. The younger girl, absently wiping at her cheek with one hand, quickly dispelled that notion.
“We've been waiting to meet you,” Pamela said. “Were you kidnapped by Velda on your way up here?”
I closed the door behind me and went to my assigned bed, pretending to see nothing. To know nothing. Tossing my suitcase and purse onto my new bed, I nodded tightly.
“Velda and her two friends. It was like I disappeared for three hours and no one even noticed.”
Maryanne, the brunette, hopped out of bed and came over to me. She was in a skimpy little shorty nightgown without panties, her youthful nakedness (she was totally flat-chested, her tiny pink nipples mere dots!) apparent through the sheer fabric when she walked in front of the light.
After my recent sexual experience, which got me more aroused than I was willing to admit, I found myself looking at the small hairless slit between her legs, but then self-consciously looked away. If she noticed, she made no comment.
“We knew you were missing,” she said. “But there was absolutely nothing we could do about it.”
“No one messes with Velda and her friends,” Pamela informed me.
She'd thrown back the sheet and moved to sitting on the edge of Maryanne's bed, as naked as I'd first thought. And she clearly wasn't shy, as she had her twiggy bare legs comfortably splayed open so that it was impossible to glance her way without getting an indecent look at her equally hairless (and very pink) little cunt. Even from where I stood, I could tell she was definitely wet.
“So, what did they do to you?” Maryanne asked.
I just sort of shrugged, embarrassed to even discuss it, and busied myself unpacking my suitcase. My appointed dresser was apparently right beside the bed I'd been given, so I opened the drawers and started filling them.
“It was just, you know, a lot of…weird stuff,” I started, not looking over to either girl. “Really weird, actually.”
“Weird, like sex weird, you mean?” Pamela asked.
I looked up at that, then sort of nodded. “Yes, weird like that.”
Maryanne was nodding now, too.
She was standing so close to me, I could faintly smell the slick wetness of her recent activity with little Pamela, could almost feel the heat coming from between her slender bare legs.
“New girls, even very young ones, do a lot of…uh, oral sex when they first get here,” she told me. “Velda, Carol and Ingrid all love it. Getting it and giving it. Did they make you do that?”
There was an odd brightness in her dark eyes when she asked. But I saw no reason to deny it, since I clearly hadn't been singled out for the sexual abuse I'd taken. It must've been very common.
“Yeah, they made me do it to them,” I admitted. “And they did it to me, too, down in the storeroom.”
Both of my new roommates shared a quick glance, affirming what they'd clearly already known. It was obvious to me that the thought of what I'd been through was exciting to them both. Sexually exciting.
Being a young oversexed girl myself, it was understandable to me, though annoying in a way because it'd been equal parts terror mixed with the intense sexual relief those three older bullies had given me. Repeatedly given me.
When Velda started fucking me with her aunt's strap-on vibrating cock, I came so many times I'd actually lost count.
“Even the other 8th-graders are afraid of them,” Maryanne continued. “And, because of her aunt, Velda has the keys to everyone's room, so they could show up at any time in the middle of the night. To do whatever, if you know what I mean.”
That caused me to give her a look.
“Like what, whatever?” I wanted to know, though I'd pretty well guessed the nature of their nighttime visits. Their raids, I mean.
“You know,” the tiny blonde on the edge of Maryanne's bed gave me a little-girl shrug. “We have to lick their cunts, until we make them come. Just like what you had to do.”
My God, I found it hard to believe.
There was clearly no escape from bullying here, not even in sleep. Obviously, there was a lot of sexual craziness going on at Miss Hellview's Private School for Girls, with big blonde 14-year-old Velda the undisputed leader of the pack.
“Does Miss Hellview know any of this?” I asked. “About her niece? Has anyone ever told on them?”
Both young girls looked to each other, then shrugged at the same time. “We don't know,” Pamela said. “They always say they'll hurt us if we tell, so I don't think anyone ever has.”
“Huh.”
“So…” Maryanne started, ”…what exactly did they do to you?”
“Yeah!” the younger Pamela laughed. “Details, tell us the dirty details.”
And she leaned back on her elbows, on Maryanne's bed, her blue eyes gleaming, her small hand almost too-casually dropping to her bare crotch. She gave herself a little squeeze and, a second later, had her fingers inside of herself, two of them in particular massaging her slippery little-girl clit.
“It's terrible, we know,” she said. “But we want to hear about it.”
I gave the tiny blonde 8-year-old a look of pure surprise.
“Are you masturbating?” I asked her. “Like, right out in the open?”
Maryanne, still standing next to me, shrugged with a quick smile. “If you're going to be our roommate, you might as well get used to it,” she advised me. “There's no secrets in here.”
“I'll say,” Pamela added. “And we're both always sexually excited.”
She gave Maryanne a quick glance, then turned her attention back to me with another girlish little shrug. Her small fingers were moving faster between her legs, her skinny little chest beginning to rise and fall rapidly with her breathing.
It was obvious she wanted me to clearly see what she was doing.
Like her older roommate (and sex-mate), Pamela's tiny pink nipples were also just little dots-but even from where I stood I could tell they were both pointy and hard with arousal.
“We licked each other's cunts waiting to meet you,” she said. “Maryanne and I. And, whether you decide to go to sleep right away or to join us in the fun, we're going to do it some more. As soon as we turn out the lights.”
I just looked to them both.
“Huh.”

“Why'd you get sent here?” Maryanne asked, sleepily. “What bad-girl thing did you do?”
I just shrugged.
It was almost 2:00 am and I'd gone through the most energetic series of sexual gyrations with my two new roommates I'd ever imagined. The three of us performed a combination of 69 's and two-on-one pussy and asshole licking that left me gasping for breath.
I swear, I had even more multiple orgasms with 11-year-old Maryanne and 8-year-old Pamela than I'd had with the much older Velda and her two cunt-loving girlfriends earlier that evening.
Especially little Pamela, whose experienced mouth set me on fire, her moist pink tongue eagerly finding its way repeatedly into both my throbbing cunt and up my butthole.
Maryanne, meanwhile, licked me in front when my new younger roommate licked me in back, then licked me in back when Pamela licked me in front. I'd never been licked in both holes at the same time, and it drove me wild.
And both of the little preteen girls were fascinated with my new boobs, squeezing them and kissing them and sucking my stiff nipples every chance they got. My little titties were their newest toys.
But the most fun for me was licking 8-year-old Pamela's cunt.
When she spread her skinny legs for me, the sweet pink slit between her thighs opened wetly, the fragile lips of her young cunt parting in invitation. She was already breathing hard, her narrow chest heaving, and when I fastened my mouth to the tiny glistening jewel of her clit she tensed up all over.
And then she started squirming like a tiny wildcat, especially when I added a finger up her tightly puckered asshole, her slick anus gripping it instantly as I probed deeply into her rectum.
I just could not get enough of that little 3rd-grader's pussy, again and again pressing my face into its slippery fresh wetness as I avidly licked and sucked her pulsing clit. And the entire time, whenever I was up on my knees eating the younger girl out, sweet skinny 11-year-old Maryanne used her mouth on me from behind, licking and sucking my own pussy and asshole just as eagerly.
Between orgasms, we all three made out, too, play-humping each other and eagerly practicing French kissing, sucking at each other's tongues and lips and tasting our own cunts (and even our assholes!) in that indirect way.
It was great fun.
But then after about 10 orgasms each, we were as sleepy as little girls are supposed to be at that time of night. Yet both of them kept at me, regarding my so-called 'bad girl' status.
“Yeah, tell us,” Pamela urged. “We're here because we're supposed to be bad girls, too.”
Finally, I sighed.
“First, tell me about the handyman, Jackson, who lives over the garage,” I started. “Ingrid let slip that he fucks all three of them on the roll-away bed.”
Suddenly, both Maryanne and Pamela sat up.
“He does?” Pamela asked. “We didn't know that.”
“Nobody does,” Maryanne confirmed. “Wow. He's a real creepy guy. I don't think Miss Hellview would like hearing that. Not at all.”
“Jackson handles the two big guard dogs, too,” the young girl added. “They're like super-vicious and he lets them loose on the grounds at midnight, every night, for security.”
Huh.
Good to know if I ever wanted to run away. I'd have to make sure I was gone before midnight or get eaten alive by monster dogs.
“Now tell us why you're here,” Maryanne was back to that. “You must be a bad girl, just like the rest of us.”
Finally, I relented. Sort of.
“I had a boyfriend my mom hated,” I said, which was as close to the truth as I was willing to get. We were each finally in our own beds, falling asleep from absolute exhaustion. “She caught us fucking in our basement, so here I am. My dad went along with it, sending me here. So I'm mad at both of them.”
Not really.
In fact, I was already missing my father's attention, both his parental and his sexual attention, so much so that I knew I'd be crying myself to sleep, exhausted from a non-stop night of girl-on-girl sex or not.
I desperately needed to get back home.



CHAPTER 10


Early the next morning, before classes, breakfast in the surprisingly bright and sunny school cafeteria proved to be a challenge.
“God, here they come,” Maryanne breathed to me, not looking up. “Velda and her gang. Just pretend like nothing happened last night.”
I gave her a quick look. The three of us, she and I and little Pamela, were sharing the same long table by ourselves.
“You mean, last night when I licked their cunts?” I asked, looking to each of my new roommates. “Or when I licked both of yours?”
Both of them giggled at that, but nervously so, still refusing to look up or otherwise acknowledge me.
Maryanne and Pamela were both in their school uniforms, dark plaid skirts, knee socks and crisply starched white blouses, like every other student in the room, while I was wearing almost the same outfit I'd arrived in yesterday evening: jeans, tennis shoes and a different pullover top.
A minute later, Velda-followed by the almost-as-large blonde Carol and little redheaded Ingrid-joined us at our table without being asked. They sat down, set down their trays and gave me a look.
Like daring me to complain.
“Hello, sluts,” Velda started right in. Then, “Emily, how sore is your little butt this morning? Was that paddling fun?”
I just looked to her with a smile, then nodded.
“It wasn't so terrible,” I said. “At least when Carol did it. That was kind of fun, especially when I pissed in the bed and she licked my pussy anyway. I hope my pee tasted good.”
And Carol gave me a surprised look, which quickly darkened to one of pure malevolence.
My little roommates were suddenly concentrating even harder on their food, their heads lowered as they forked in blueberry pancakes, scrambled eggs and toast. I didn't blame them: this was my fight, not theirs.
At least, not yet.
Carol's expression changed as she saw someone across the room, and as I turned to see who it was, she reached out and scooped up my stack of pancakes, syrup and all, and squeezed them into a large round glob.
She set the gooey glob back on my plate, then put her hand under the table and wiped it off with a napkin. I could tell by her smile she was up to something, but I wasn't certain what. I only knew it would be bad.
A moment later, the tallish tough-looking woman I was earlier told by Maryanne was the gym teacher walked by our table taking her tray back. She was about 35 and rangy, with short cropped blonde hair and a no-nonsense manner about her.
“Hello, Ms. Dykstra,” Velda looked up with a smile.
Ms. Dykstra stopped abruptly, looking at the large glob that used to be my blueberry pancakes. She then looked to me.
“Is that supposed to be funny?”
“She's a comedian,” Carol volunteered. “And we got her a new uniform last night, but she refuses to wear it for some reason.”
Ms. Dykstra studied me a long moment, then again looked to the large ball of pancakes and syrup in the center of my tray. “Make sure you eat that,” she told me. “And we'll see how funny you think gym class is this morning…”
I just sat there as she walked away. Then I looked to Velda, Carol and Ingrid.
“Not bad,” I admitted to them. “I guess you got me.”
They all three stood up then, their breakfasts barely touched.
“It's just a start,” Velda assured me. “Just a start.”
Great.



CHAPTER 11


The academic classes at Miss Hellview's Private School for Girls weren't much different than the classes I'd attended at St. Katherine's Academy, so I mostly ended up fitting right in when it came to my 5th grade schoolwork.
It was gym class, though, and that first gym class that first morning, that made me consider simply running away.
Due to the small number of students who attended the school, less than 50 of us, compared to a large public school, gym class was held every weekday at 10:00 a.m. for the entire student body.
That meant I was in the same gym class as the 8th grade class, consisting of about ten students, including my three new bully friends.
“Watch out for Carol,” Pamela warned me. “If Ms. Dykstra chooses dodge ball for us today, I'm sure Carol will somehow manage to smash your head in. She even does it to kids she doesn't want to kill.”
“Good to know.”
We were all in the small gym, in the little gym uniforms we'd all been given, dark blue shorts, tennis shoes, and skimpy white tee-shirts, waiting in line as Ms. Dykstra called out our names. At least I was wearing the right uniform for that particular class.
“The funny girl,” the gym teacher was suddenly standing directly in front of me. She had the standard silver whistle hanging around her neck, the uniform she wore exactly like our own. “Welcome to my class.”
“Yes, ma'am.”
There was no way I was smarting off to this woman. I knew she could snap me in two with very little effort. And everything about her told me she might actually want to, for some reason.
Oh, yeah, the breakfast pancake episode. That was the reason.
To the rest of the kids, she said, “It's dodge ball today. Pick up two teams.”
And she stood by me, keeping me out of the choosing-of-sides segment, until she could see what team Velda, Carol and Ingrid were on. Then she marched me over to the other team, the younger and smaller students like Pamela making up most of it, and pushed me into the group of nervous girls.
“Try not to get hurt,” Ms. Dykstra told me, clearly not meaning it. And blew her whistle. “Go to it, girls!”
Even though I was only a little 5th-grader, what I haven't mentioned yet was that I was a tomboy in many ways, including anything involving sports. Skinny or not, I was fast and I was very strong, two things you couldn't tell by just looking at me.
I know for certain Carol didn't expect it when, the first time she rocketed the ball at my head, I easily caught it, spun around for even more speed and power, and blasted it back to her so fast it caught the side of her face with a loud smack that almost knocked her down.
“Out, Carol!” Ms. Dykstra called, her whistle sounding. But then, “Time.”
And we all froze in place while the lanky gym teacher went to see if the tall blonde 8th-grader I'd whacked so hard in the face was okay. Carol was partially bent over, her hands on her knees, trying to catch her breath.
“Good God,” Maryanne said. “You're a killer!”
I gave her a look, then glanced at the other girls on my team.
They suddenly seemed a little afraid of me, but whether it was because I was tougher than they'd all expected, or because my throw might mean more trouble for them in the future from Velda's gang, I couldn't tell.
“Just a lucky shot,” I said. “I'll probably get killed myself, real fast.”
But it was obvious neither Maryanne nor Pamela believed me.
“No way,” Pamela laughed. “That wasn't luck.”
I shrugged.
Back at St. Katherine's Academy, I was known as a particularly dangerous girl at dodge ball, regardless of the ages of my opponents. I guess it was going to be true at my new school, as well.
But Ms. Dykstra straightened finally, from talking to Carol, and motioned me over.
“Yes, ma'am?”
It was obvious Carol was crying, a huge red welt on her cheek from where the ball had hit her. In fact, it seemed her cheek bone might even be broken, an odd contour to that side of her face. She ignored me, too miserable obviously to even give me a dirty look.
Ms. Dykstra put an arm over her shoulder and began leading her away.
“Velda!” the gym teacher called out. “Keep an eye on the class. I'm taking Carol to see the nurse.” And to me, she gave a dirty look and said, “You, come with me. We need to see Miss Hellview on this.”
“We do?” I said, surprised to say the least. “It was just a game!”
Ms. Dykstra stopped then, still holding onto Carol, and fixed me with a look that wasn't exactly nice. “That's right,” she said. “It was just a game. That is, until you critically injured another student.”
Huh. Not good.



CHAPTER 12


“I see we're getting off to a bad start,” Miss Hellview said quietly, the threat in her voice clear. “Emily, I also want to know: exactly where is your school uniform? My niece specifically informed me you were given one last night.”
Of course.
No surprise-Velda lied to her aunt, but I'd never win claiming she was the liar, not me. In any case, the badly-hurt-Carol issue seemed the more serious one facing me at the moment, so I looked to Miss Hellview with what I hoped was an expression of sincere regret.
I stood before her wide desk, still in my skimpy gym shorts. Her office seemed no more cheery than the night before when I'd first arrived, but actually (due to the current circumstances, when I thought about it) suddenly seemed considerably less so.
“I'm sorry, Miss Hellview,” I started. “I didn't mean to hurt Carol. I just threw the ball back to her after she threw it at me. It was dodge ball.”
Miss Hellview was again dressed darkly, in a black full-length dress, her sleek blonde hair primly pulled back and tightly pinned behind her head. Her intense blue eyes studied me, much as a bird of prey might consider potential quarry.
“You threw the ball at Carol,” she clarified. “Not to her, as you say. And the nurse has driven her into town, to see the doctor. It seems several fragile bones in her face might be broken.”
Oops.
“Again, I'm sorry. Very sorry.”
She steepled her hands in front of her then, elbows on her desk, tapping her two forefingers together in what I took to be a thoughtful pose.
“I suppose accidents happen,” she conceded. “And if it was an accident, as you say it was, I intend to treat it in that manner-rather than as an intended injury to another student.”
“Yes, ma'am, that's the truth.”
Sort of. Carol had tried to kill me with the ball first.
“But the issue of your missing uniform is a serious infraction,” Miss Hellview informed me, suddenly standing. “As the other students are aware, punishment is mandatory, if you've lost it. So, please tell me, Emily: where exactly is the school uniform you were issued and why are you not wearing it?”
And she walked around her desk slowly and stood before me, waiting with an inquisitive smile for my answer. I was again struck by the fact that, although her subdued dress and manner caused her to seem far older (and more serious!) than the smooth perfection of her face would suggest, she was probably just a good-looking young woman in her late 20's.
“Emily, I'd like an explanation,” she intoned. “Now.”
“Well…” I started, thinking fast. “Here's what must've happened…”

My punishment for letting my brand new, apparently expensive school uniform get stolen in the middle of the night, Miss Hellview informed me, was to actually be paddled. For real, this time.
I couldn't believe it.
“There's no paddling anymore,” I said in my defense, subtly leaning back away from her. “Not in school. I don't even think it's legal these days.”
That she believed me about my missing uniform, that it could be stolen out of the room I shared with Maryanne and Pamela while we were sleeping, seemed absurd to me as well. There was no way. Far more likely was the truth, simply that I'd never been given the damn thing by her niece, Velda-a conclusion which I'd first assumed she'd come to on her own.
But, no, Miss Hellview stood there and believed (or pretended to believe) my ridiculous lie.
“This isn't a public institution,” she informed me. “As a private school, you may either abide by our rules, including accepting our punishments as stated, or leave. I don't think your parents would appreciate your expulsion on your first day, especially after paying for you to attend here.”
I nodded, thinking hard.
She was right about one thing-my mother would kill me if I got thrown out. And if I tried going back home to live with them, she'd probably divorce my dad on the spot. So that was out of the question.
On the other hand, my poor little bare ass was still sore from the surprise paddling I'd gotten the night before from Velda and her friends, so I wasn't exactly looking forward to more of that.
But I knew enough not to say anything about it.
“I'll take the paddling,” I finally nodded. “But I hurt my, uh, bottom this week, in a boating accident with some friends. I landed right on it and it's still sore. Could you paddle me after it feels better?”
Miss Hellview seemed to think it over, nodding to herself, but then smiled and said, “Show me where you've been injured. If it looks too severe, I'll come up with a later date for your punishment.”
I just stared at her.
“Really?” I asked, again surprised. “Show you my butt? Right here?”
She gave me another smile, this one, I could tell, intended to appear sympathetic, although I knew better.
“How else can I decide?” she asked. “Pull down your gym shorts and panties in back, just enough so I can see.”
“Well, okay…”

The paddling rules at the school made it mandatory that another teacher or responsible adult be present, apparently as a witness of sorts. So before Miss Hellview even took a look at my 'injury' under my shorts, she picked up her phone and asked Ms. Dykstra to join us.
“How is Carol doing?” she asked when the gym teacher walked in.
Ms. Dykstra closed the door behind her, then gave me a withering glance. “No bones were broken, but because it's a head injury, the doctor in town called her parents. They're taking her back home for a week to make certain she's okay.”
Miss Hellview nodded somberly at the news, then turned back to me.
I'd been standing silently, waiting for the results on Carol's condition, nervous enough about a potential paddling from the stern blonde headmistress. Now that the tough-looking gym teacher was joining us, I was more than nervous: verging on possible hysteria might be a better description.
“I'm glad nothing was broken,” I offered. “Really.”
But both woman entirely ignored me.
“Emily has lost her school uniform,” Miss Hellview informed the teacher. “And will receive a paddling. However, she claims to have an injured bottom, something about a fall in a boating accident, so we need to discover the extent of her injuries before I make a decision.”
Ms. Dykstra eyes briefly lit up at the news, but she quickly contained herself and nodded with what I then took to be feigned indifference. Her duty, in other words, to assist in administering my punishment.
Huh.
She obviously couldn't wait to get in on my paddling. Or else, she just wanted a good look at my bare little butt. Which, considering everything else going on at the school, wouldn't be all that much of a surprise.
“Very well,” Ms. Dykstra said, “Let's take a look.”
And they had me stand a few steps back from the large desk, facing it and leaning forward with my hands on the edge of it in the classic 'assume the pose' stance. As if I was about to be frisked by the police or something. I'd seen enough cop shows on TV to know that much, at least.
Standing like that, in only my skimpy gym shorts, little tee-shirt and white tennis shoes, I felt extremely vulnerable. Which, I guess, was exactly how they both wanted me to feel.
“And, in case Emily's injuries aren't all that serious,” Miss Hellview said, “we'll administer her punishment immediately.”
And she showed me the paddle she was suddenly holding, either the same one or an exact duplicate of the flat springy paddle with holes in it that her niece and her two friends had used on me the night before.
“That paddle?!” I blurted out.
Which got me a surprised look in return.
“You seem familiar with it,” Miss Hellview said. “Have you seen it somewhere before?”
I just shrugged, knowing better than to get into that particular conversation: my word against Velda's.
“No, ma'am,” I shook my head, and then lied. “I was just surprised. My, uh, father used a paddle like that on me, when I was bad.”
Suddenly, I could tell I'd somehow attracted the interest of both women. And not an interest that was purely professional. More like an unwholesome prurient interest, if that could be believed.
“Is that so?” the lanky Ms. Dykstra asked, and coughed. The way someone might who was trying to cover a sudden quaver to her voice. “Well, Emily…just how often were you bad?”
I shrugged again, then said, “A few times a week, I guess.”
“So your father paddled you that often?” Miss Hellview was clearly curious, too. Intensely so, it seemed. “Because you were bad?”
This was getting weird, but at that point, I'd do anything to stall. And I could tell the mood in the room had changed, had somehow become vaguely similar to the oddly sexually-charged atmosphere of the night before.
The entire school, I then fully realized, from the youngest student right up to the blonde headmistress herself, was apparently highly sensitive to the issue of girls who were bad — in fact, that was the point of the school itself, after all, a private school for bad girls. Girls who needed punishment. Bad little girls, all of them.
Including me. Seriously, so.
In fact, thinking of the reason I'd actually been sent there, I guessed I was probably the baddest of the bad. I mean, not only had I been fucking my own dad, I'd wanted it so much I'd 'put out' for him whenever there was any chance at all of getting his big stiff dick into me.
“I was a very bad little girl,” I admitted, which was true but not in the actual way they believed. “So I got paddled. A lot. On my bare butt, usually.”
I decided to throw that in on the spur of the moment. Improvising, I think it's called.
“Really…?” my gym teacher asked. “Not through your pants?”
I just shrugged with a little shake of my head.
“And then…” I started, but hesitated, playing it out for all it was worth. Finally, I haltingly admitted, “I'd lock myself in my room after each time and…masturbate, even though I knew it was a sin. It just felt too good to stop.”
And even though they were standing behind me, I could tell Miss Hellview and Ms. Dykstra were staring at me, silently, imagining me doing exactly that: a skinny little 11-year-old with a sore butt feverishly using her fingers in her sweet little pussy to further pleasure herself after each paddling by her father.
Definitely a very sick bad little girl.
“Is that why you were sent here?” Miss Hellview finally asked, clearing her throat as she did so. “You were caught masturbating…?”
I stiffened as if embarrassed by the admission, then finally nodded.
“My father paddled me so hard, I actually had…an orgasm. And after, I was so confused, I forgot to lock my bedroom door. And then my parents both walked in and caught me, because I was masturbating so hard I didn't hear them. They're both very religious.”
Wow. I was getting good at this.
After a very long silence, Miss Hellview finally said, “Very well. Let's take a look at your injuries, so I can make my decision. I'll just pull down your gym shorts and panties in back…”
It was impossible to miss that her voice had grown slightly hoarse.
“Okay.”
If either one of them breathed while her hands gripped the sides of my gym shorts and tugged them slightly down, I couldn't hear it. I stood stock still, knowing the effect I was having on both women, my firm little ass one of my best features.
To anyone who cared to look at it, male or female.
And look at it they did, Miss Hellview pulling down my panties next, so that my shorts and my underpants were half-way down my bare butt, only the gently rounded top half of it exposed to their eyes.
“You can pull them down farther,” I offered. “All the way, even. It hurts more near the bottom.”
I'd subtly arched my narrow lower back so that my little butt was tilted upward slightly, firming up my rounded cheeks into two perfect handfuls almost impossible to resist. Miss Hellview cleared her throat again, then tugged my shorts down the rest of the way, my panties following a moment later.
They dropped down my slender legs, landing around my tennis shoes. I stepped out of them, spreading my feet wider apart to give them both a better look at my bare ass, but more importantly at the real me as well: my perfect little pink cunt.
“That was no boating accident,” Ms. Dykstra informed the headmistress. “But I don't believe we should be overly hasty…”
I could tell Miss Hellview herself was studying me intently back there.
“Your…buttocks are slightly red in a few places, but seem unharmed,” she said somewhat stiffly. “In fact, they appear quite…healthy.”
Ms. Dykstra by then was breathing hard enough to make her voice shaky.
“Is this where it hurts?” she asked me.
And without any warning, I felt my gym teacher's hand suddenly fondle the left cheek of my bare ass. Almost lovingly. She did it in a way, actually, so that her fingertips were partly into the crack of my butt, giving my entire cheek a quick squeeze before she moved her hand over to my other bare cheek.
“Or over here?” she asked, throatily.
I gave her one of my little shrugs, openly unconcerned that the two older women were taking their time back there-not exactly what the rule-makers had in mind, probably, when they insisted a teacher or other adult be present.
“It doesn't hurt right there,” I said, yet still insisted, “But it does hurt. In general. Maybe go still lower.”
And as I stood balanced with both hands on the desk and my bare ass sticking out in the air, they both began to gently feel my butt, examining it, I'd say, as if looking for the elusive injury I'd claimed.
“That feels kind of nice,” I admitted, encouraging them. It did feel nice. In fact, my legs were beginning to tremble. “Maybe just rub it back there until it feels better, and then you can paddle me as much as you want…”
Talk about getting two older women excited, especially two women already busy fondling a half-naked little 5th-grader's bare ass.
“Tell us if it becomes…uncomfortable for you,” Miss Hellview breathed. It was obvious she was immensely enjoying the entire charade. “Let me get some lotion to use. To make it feel better.”
And while my gym teacher continued to gently rub and squeeze my bare butt, one rubbery cheek at a time, Miss Hellview went into her private bathroom and came quickly back out, apparently with some kind of lotion to use on me.
“This should make it hurt less,” she told me. “Ms. Dykstra, if I may…?”
Clearly meaning: move your hand and let me at her!
I'd closed my eyes while much of the fondling took place, but I opened them abruptly at the sudden tropical smell that reached my nostrils. I sniffed. Then smiled to myself. I recognized the mango-flavored lubrication she was using.
“Is that mango?” I asked, then made a soft little moaning sound in my throat when she began applying it to my butt, her fingers lightly kneading it into my flesh. “It smells so familiar…”
Miss Hellview stopped, obviously puzzled.
“It is a mango-scented lotion,” she told me, not mentioning that it really was a lubrication sold primarily for use during sex. “A skin lotion, actually. Like a moisturizer. Have you ever used it before?”
“It's embarrassing,” I said quietly. “Really embarrassing…”
Behind me, it was silent a long moment. I could picture Miss Hellview and Ms. Dykstra sharing a curious glance, wondering what juicy tidbit of confession I'd have for them now.
And I could tell I was rapidly becoming a favorite student of theirs, which was my intention all along, of course. I could see no other way to handle my time here at my new school. Not with Velda and her gang running loose.
In a dirty fight, fight dirty.
“Emily…” Ms. Dykstra took the lead. “You can tell us anything, and it'll be kept in strictest confidence. We're here to not only educate you, but also to help you in any way we can…”
“That's right, dear,” Miss Hellview picked it up from there. “We're not here to judge you, but rather to guide you through the sometimes troubling issues that adolescence often brings…”
“Well…”
Their eager hands had returned to my naked bottom as we'd talked, squeezing and rubbing it with the added pleasurable sensation of the warm and exceptionally slippery mango lubrication.
It was very much turning me on. Actually, I was worried my knees would suddenly buckle, I was trembling so much.
And speaking of my knees, I sort of glanced down between them, and discovered both women kneeling on the carpet behind me, Miss Hellview in her long black dress, Ms. Dykstra still in her gym uniform. They'd both kicked their shoes off and were more at less looking up my juicy pink cunt as they expertly massaged my 'injured' butt.
It must've been extremely obvious to them how slickly wet I was, and how sexually excited I was becoming. I could tell my bare inner thighs were already growing warmly damp with the subtle seepage of my natural juiciness.
“A girlfriend of mine stole a tube of that mango lotion from her mother's medicine cabinet,” I went on. “And gave it to me. It was so slippery, I used it on my…vagina, when I masturbated. Like, directly on my clitoris.”
Ms. Dykstra actually gasped behind me, then coughed long and theatrically until Miss Hellview had to thump her on the back. “I'm fine,” my gym teacher finally said to her. “Thanks, Christina.”
Miss Hellview then returned her full attention to me.
“Is the scent of it bringing back an odd memory?” she asked.
She hoped. But I merely shrugged again.
“Not odd-a good one,” I admitted. “I always came so hard using it. Just smelling it's getting me aroused. It makes me really want to masturbate. I'm sorry, sometimes I just can't help myself…”
I allowed myself the tiniest little sob, shaking my head.
And after only the briefest silence, Miss Hellview said, “Maybe we can help you in that way, Ms. Dykstra and I…if you'd let us.”
I swallowed hard at the thought of their help, then nodded as if giving in to a new temptation I simply wasn't strong enough to resist. Or maybe it was more like I didn't fully understand. Whatever.
“Help me masturbate, you mean…?” I asked uncertainly, as if debating the issue with myself. “Both of you?”
“We'd have to consider it something of a medical situation, actually,” Miss Hellview answered. “But I do have a couple of electric massagers in my private quarters, which might give you some very strong relief. Not that long ago, medical doctors used similar devices to relieve their female patients of the 'vapors,' which was really just the pent-up need for a very strong orgasm.”
“Huh.”
I'd heard of that, of course, from my own father, always eager to fill me in on every sexual oddity that he found amusing. Actual doctors, some decades ago, getting paid to vibrate their female patients into one orgasm after another.
What a racket. And what fun that must've been.
Anyway, Miss Hellview was still rubbing my slickened bare ass, her hand on one firm cheek and Ms. Dykstra's hand on the other, when one of her long fingers inadvertently slipped into the warm crevice between them: my butt crack. Her fingertip suddenly touched my slick, twitchy little asshole, just brushing it with the lightest pressure.
Which gave me a start, and a little jerk of my slim hips.
“Oh!” I gasped softly. “Sorry, I'm real sensitive back there. In my butthole.”
“I can tell,” she said. “But if you think it'd help, Ms. Dykstra and I'll excuse you from your next two classes and use the massagers on you-just until you get the obvious relief you need.”
And apparently to prove it, and emboldened by my apparent willingness to let them help, she slowly slid her long slim finger into my well-lubed asshole. She pushed it in just to the first knuckle or so, and then just as slowly began sliding it in and out. Miss Hellview was actually fingerfucking my little asshole!
I groaned softly at the throbbing feel of it, catching my breath and pushing my hips back at her slightly so that her finger probed into my tight anus even farther.
“Oh, God, Miss Hellview!” I moaned. “Your finger feels so good in my butt!”
At the same time, Ms. Dykstra finally took the hint and slid two of her fingers into my wet cunt from behind, pushing them deeply into me as she said, “Emily, we'll give you so much relief, you'll probably pass out.”
At which, Miss Hellview added, “But only if you really want us to, my dear.”
I gave them one more helpless little shrug.
“Well…I guess that'd be okay.”



CHAPTER 13


Miss Hellview's private quarters were surprisingly plush, considering the starkness of her office.
A solid maple door at the back of her office led to a suite of beautifully appointed rooms where she lived, her large bedroom the focal point. A huge four-poster canopied bed occupied the far wall, matching dark cherry nightstands, a chest of drawers, an 8-foot armoire and a dressing table filling in the set.
It was all lushly carpeted in a deep burgundy weave.
“Bring your shorts and panties, dear,” Ms. Dykstra, my new best friend, had asked me. “And, by the way, I'll make certain you get a new school uniform as soon as we're done here.”
“Yes, ma'am. Thanks.”
It was still only late morning, just before noon, but as I picked up my things, Miss Hellview phoned down to excuse me from my next classes. Then, with me still wearing only my tee-shirt from gym class and my tennis shoes, she led Ms. Dykstra and I into her bedroom.
“Let's use the settee,” she suggested.
And pointed to a sort of brown leather-upholstered chaise lounge. I'd never heard of a settee, but it was a narrow antique-looking couch with only one gently curved plush arm at the far end and no back. It was more like something you'd lie propped-up on to watch TV instead of sitting up straight.
“Just throw your gym shorts and panties on the bed.”
“Okay.”
Then she turned on two small lamps and had Ms. Dykstra pull closed the heavy drapes, putting the room into near darkness.
“Let's get that mango lotion off of your perfect little bottom,” she suggested, and used a fluffy white face towel to wipe it mostly off my bare butt. “No sense getting it on the furniture.”
And then she brought out two battery-operated massagers, each one chrome and serious-looking, the professional kind that was held on the back of your hand with a little leather strap. This was so that your hand itself, and all your fingers, vibrated.
“Are you both going to give me a massage?” I asked, pure innocence in my voice and wide blue eyes, but dirty certainty and a quick stab of keen anticipation between my legs.
“A special massage,” she told me. “Just stretch out flat, on your front. Now, don't be modest. We're all just girls here.”
And she and Ms. Dykstra helped me out of my gym tee-shirt and took off my tennis shoes so I was entirely naked. Then they made me lie face down on the brown leather chaise, the thing long enough to easily handle my little 4'8” frame, with plenty of room still for my bare feet near the bottom.
“You have such beautiful skin,” Miss Hellview commented.
While they'd undressed me, I was fully aware of the way their appreciative eyes took in my skinny nakedness-their covert glances at my newly formed breasts and darkly pink nipples, and especially at the fine wisps of pubic hair on my sweet little 11-year-old cunt.
“I see you're developing very nicely from a mere girl into a very sexy young woman,” Miss Hellview observed. “In a very short time, your burgeoning young breasts are going to be fabulous.”
I didn't know what 'burgeoning' meant, but it sounded like a good thing. Also, we hadn't even started and they were both already breathing somewhat erratically. Of course, so was I.
The lewd anticipation of their hands eventually vibrating on my pussy, of their nimble fingers finding and enclosing my sure-to-be tingling clit until I had an orgasm (or ten!), sent a shock wave of pure electricity straight to my always-alert-for-fun crotch!
Still dressed, they each knelt on the carpet, one on each side of me as I reclined on the settee, face down, and Miss Hellview said, “Emily, this is just to get you completely relaxed, so do exactly that: relax.”
And she turned on her massager, the sound followed a quick moment later by the second one, on Ms. Dykstra's hand. The matching hummmmm's they made sent another little shiver of excitement through me-excitement that increased tremendously when they both pressed their vibrating hands to my young flesh and gently but firmly started massaging my bare lower back.
“Oh, God…” I murmured, my eyes half-closing. “That's amazing!”
“It'll get better,” Ms. Dykstra promised. “We just want you lie there and enjoy every bit of it…”
I sort of nodded agreement, my back and more than one highly sensitive part of my front alive with the vibrating sensation. God, my already excited nipples had hardened even more at their first touch with the massagers, puckering into sweet high-sensitivity mode, and now my pussy was so filled with slick wetness I was suddenly afraid of making a big wet spot on the couch.
“Miss Hellview, I don't want to get your, uh, settee wet-”
“It's leather, dear,” she crooned. “Don't give it a thought.”
Of course, I realized then, many other young students had certainly spent time on this leather couch-like piece of furniture, face down or face up. So leaving a big wet spot on it was expected.
“Okay.”
By then, their warm vibrating 'magic hands' were moving up and down my narrow bare back, and as their fingers pressed into me, I could feel my breathing becoming gradually more ragged. And, of course, my young breasts had firmed up even more, noticeably so.
“Ohhh, I really like it!” I said, and sort of jerked, with a little moan and an involuntary shudder thrown in, like, “Uhhhh!”
I had my face to the side, pressed into the soft brown leather toward my gym teacher, and I could tell she'd taken her whistle and her bra off at some point. Like I'd said, she was tall and rangy, but she had nice-sized breasts, from what I could tell, under her white tee-shirt. And her nipples were so dark and large (and stiff with excitement!) they were just about poking through the lightweight fabric.
When I moved my eyes up slightly, I realized she was looking at my face and could tell I'd been studying her boobs. I gave her an awkward little smile, and she actually smiled back, surprising me.
I'd had the impression no one in the entire school had ever seen her really smile.
“This feels so unbelievable,” I murmured. “You're both being so sweet to me…”
She smiled at me again, her gray eyes brighter and her face far prettier than I'd seen it so far.
“Emily, have you ever been with a boy?” she wanted to know. “Or are you still too young?”
This was going to be tricky, I could tell.
Her vibrating hand had made its way back down my slender lower back and was now massaging the spot right where the bare crack of my butt started. She stayed there, her fingers just touching at the beginning of that fleshly little cleft, all the while Miss Hellview's vibrating fingers starting to gently knead the backs of my slender bare thighs.
It was a good combination, I had to admit.
“Just one boy,” I finally answered hesitantly, with a little shrug. That shrug thing was becoming my noncommittal answer to questions I didn't want to expand upon. “He was older than me.”
I'll say.
“Really?” Miss Hellview said. “How much older?”
I shrugged again, as if the age-difference was minimal.
“He was a few grades older,” I admitted. “He was old enough to drive, so we'd make out every chance we could, in the back seat.”
By then, one of Ms. Dykstra's vibrating fingers repeatedly ventured into my crack, sliding into it and caressing the entire smooth cleft that led down between the rubbery cheeks of my butt. The sensation verged on the semi-delicious as her fingertip, each time, almost but not quite touched at my sensitive little asshole.
And from the other direction, moving gently up from my bare thighs, the stately blonde headmistress of the school was getting closer and closer to touching my little-girl cunt from behind and underneath.
“Spread your legs slightly wider, dear,” Miss Hellview suggested.
“Okay.”
They were definitely seducing me, as if there had ever been any doubt.
“So, how far did you go?” Ms. Dykstra wanted to know, her expert fingers keeping my attention riveted as they ever-so-slowly approached the tight slot of my asshole. “With that boy?”
“The usual, I guess,” I said. “We kissed and felt up each other, and it felt too good to stop him when he put his hands in my underpants. His fingers, I mean, in my…pussy. I have a hard time saying 'no' when I get all excited.”
“My God, you're so young, even now,” Ms. Dykstra. “How old were you then, with the boy?”
My heartbeat was racing with the excitement pounding through my veins.
Both women had decided to concentrate on squeezing my butt, vibrating it, which they did, even as Miss Hellview's fingers finally touched just the very outer edge of my wet pussy from behind and then retreated. As if it was an accident. A highly exciting accident, for me.
“Ummm, yes,” I let her know. “That was nice…”
And with a vibrating hand from each of them continuing to massage each cheek of my firm little ass, I finally began to noticeably squirm at their touches, at the lewd sensations coursing through me.
In fact, my very wet and slippery pussy was pulsating with its sex-radar for further activity. I was almost imperceptibly jerking my slim hips forward and back in a sexual rhythm, my semi-pumping motion pressing my swollen pubic mound directly down into the leather beneath me.
In effect, I was humping the couch!
“I guess I was 10 or so,” I told them. “One thing led to another. And I used my mouth on him, you know, sucking on his penis. When all that stuff came out, I tried to swallow it. But it got on my face and in my hair and even on my new clothes.”
Ms. Dykstra's hand stopped squeezing my butt for a moment.
“Emily, I admit, I'm shocked,” she said then. “You gave a boy a blow job when you were just a little 10-year-old? I can't believe it! Did your parents ever find out?”
I laughed nervously.
“God, no!” I told her, “On the way home, I had to rub dirt into the… cum stains spattered on my skirt and blouse, so it wouldn't look like cum. I was real scared about getting caught.”
“I'll bet,” she said, shaking her head. “Did you ever do it again?”
Here's where I acted embarrassed.
Ashamed, I guess. Though for some reason, I've never felt ashamed about the dirty sex stuff I've done. The dirty sex stuff I enjoy so much. I mean, I was lying there, bare-assed naked, while two older women gave me a clearly sexual massage, a massage obviously designed to get their tongues into my tight little underage cunt, and I was looking forward to it.
I really was a terrible little girl, apparently.
“I did it a bunch,” I said contritely. “Sucking him until he, you know, came. I got so I could swallow all of it. And I really liked using my mouth. It's fun for me.”
“You're certainly an interesting student,” Miss Hellview observed. “For such a young girl.”
I laughed nervously.
“It's like I'm seriously oversexed or something,” I told her honestly. “I get sexually excited so easy.”
“Have you ever licked another girl's pussy?” Ms. Dykstra asked then, using my own word back at me. Pussy. “Ever?”
That gave me a weird tingle in all the right places.
“No, I've just been with boys,” I lied. “I think it'd be fun, though. Using my mouth like that. Actually, I know I'd do it if I had the chance. And I'm sure I'd know exactly how to lick another girl's clit.”
As soon as I said it, both their vibrating hands got a little tighter on my butt, their fingers gently, almost sneakily, spreading the rubbery cheeks of my ass apart to get at my fun parts. To better see them, I guess. But which also sent little darts of pleasure into my asshole and my pussy, the way it caused them to open slightly.
“Ummmm,” I murmured again, uncertain how to respond. “Oh, I like it when you do that, pulling open my butt!”
And in response, both Miss Hellview and Ms. Dykstra began even more enthusiastically squeezing and massaging and separating the firm cheeks of my bare butt, until I was panting with the sensation.
“It feels so good,” I breathed. “Uhhhhh, keep doing it!”
“I knew you'd like it,” Ms. Dykstra said.
I was getting lost in the sensations of their warm, squeezing hands, of their probing fingers, of the electric vibrations coursing through everything of mine south of the border, so to speak, front and back.
“You have such a cute little butt!” Ms. Dykstra said, her voice finally thick with undisguised lust. “Let's see if you like this — ”
And she finally slipped a vibrating finger all the way into my asshole, like Miss Hellview had done earlier in her office without the vibrator, pushing it in slowly as the tight little muscles within me wetly gripped at it. When I gasped with a sharp cry at the exquisite sensation, my breath catching in my throat, she then easily found my much wetter pussy right below it with her other vibrating fingers.
“Ohhhhh God!” I groaned, my hips now jerking as I worked my pussy back against the motion of her fingers. All pretense was gone. This was about nothing except the indecent pleasure of illicit sex. “Make me come, Ms. Dykstra!”
I was now seriously fucking the leather couch, and her fingers!
A second later, Miss Hellview inserted her own two vibrating fingers into my slippery cunt as well, both she and my gym teacher exploring me simultaneously, deeply, the liquid sensation between my legs almost more than I could handle.
“Uhhh!” I groaned, squirming with pleasure so intense I was literally gasping for breath. “Yes, yes, yes! You're killing me! Uhhh, yes! Don't stop! Don't stop! Uhhh! You're both making me come so good!”
And, of course, they were.
I came like a house on fire, my preteen pussy blossoming into what I could only describe as a nuclear event, explosions of shuddering pleasure filling my entire crotch and instantly reaching out to my tingling nipples and my spread-apart toes.
“I'm coming, I'm coming!” was all I could pant, squirming like a little snake. “It feels so fucking good!”
And then I shuddered one last time and went still, lying there panting and trembling and trying to recover. I felt their fingers slowly leave my pussy, a trail of oily wetness following so that I was lying facedown with my entire crotch soaking warmly in a puddle of my own lubrication.
“Emily, I want to lick you,” Ms. Dykstra suddenly offered breathlessly. “Let me suck your cunt until you come again.”
“Okay.”
“Turn your precious body over, dear,” Miss Hellview suggested, her vibrating fingers pulling gently at my bare thigh, encouraging me to roll over. “We both want to suck your cunt.”
“Okay.”
And I tried to sit up slightly, so I could roll over, but found myself so weak and shaky I had to grab Ms. Dykstra's arm. God, I was trembling wildly all over and I'd been right: there was no mistaking the giant wet spot I'd been lying in.
“Sorry about getting the couch so wet,” I managed.
“It's going to get a lot wetter,” she assured me.
As she helped pull me into an upright position, I reached out and squeezed one of my gym teacher's jiggling breasts through her tee-shirt. I marveled at the solid feel of it, at its fantastic solid weight, my fingertips going right to her rubbery nipple.
It stiffened even more at my touch.
“This is going to be fun,” Ms. Dykstra said, shivering.
“Emily, you are an interesting little student,” Miss Hellview smiled brightly. “And you're about to become our favorite teacher's pet, actually.”
I smiled back, my voice as shaky as hers. “I'd like that.”
Of course, I would.



CHAPTER 14


While I played with Ms. Dykstra's large nipples through her tee-shirt, using both hands, pulling on them, tweaking them, rolling the distended brown tips between my fingers, she slid the vibrator off her own hand, then reached down for my crotch.
“We both knew you'd have a gorgeous little cunt,” Ms. Dykstra whispered. “The first time we saw you.”
On my back still, on the brown leather settee, I spread my sweaty thighs apart and felt the slick lips of my cunt wetly part even more so as I did.
Both Miss Hellview and Ms. Dykstra took a very good look at the swollen, clearly welcoming pink slit between my legs, my lanky blonde gym teacher putting her face so close to it I could feel her hot breath on it.
It reminded me of the first time my dad saw my 9-year-old pussy from a half-inch away.
Then Ms. Dykstra moved down the length of me, put her strong hands on my bare hips and pulled me down along the settee until my naked butt was at the very end of it. My slim legs over the end, I was perched there, my bare feet flat on the floor, my knees still spread wide.
“I can pretty well figure out what's coming next,” I ventured. “Me.”
“You're right,” she smiled up at me.
“I'm all shaky,” I added. “I'm still so turned on, even after coming like that.”
I'd never been with a grown-up woman before and here I was with two of them at the same time, a sexual adventure that had me about half-crazy with the most intense excitement I'd ever felt.
Ms. Dykstra was quickly kneeling between my spread apart knees and leaned forward. She kissed my pussy right in the center of my wetness, her tongue easily separating my thickened labial lips and diving into me eagerly.
“Oh, yes, yes!” I breathed, raising my bare ass up off the end of the leather settee to give her better access to me. “I love it! Lick my cunt, suck it, kiss it all over! Oh, God, I love your mouth on my pussy!”
She began toying with me, her strong hands on my bare inner thighs, her soft lips lightly touching near my clit, but not directly on it. She then used her highly experienced tongue to circle it, teasing the sensitive pink flesh around it, until she finally began touching at it every few seconds.
And every time her tongue tip even grazed my clitoris, my sweaty bare butt kept jerking up off the couch on its own, my heels digging into the carpet and my knees spreading wider.
“Ummm!” I managed. “Oh God, Ms. Dykstra!!”
My small boobs were as firm as could be, both of my standing-at-attention, ready-to-burst tiny nipples proudly pointing straight up.
At that point, the oily wetness oozing out between the swollen lips of my cunt was like a small river, running down, as always, into the crack of my sweaty bare ass.
I was soon breathing so fast and hard I thought I'd pass out.
“Emily, don't come again,” Miss Hellview said. Rather, she commanded me, I realized. “Not just yet.”
I looked over to where she stood. She was shimmying out of her black dress, letting it drop to the floor at her feet.
“Oh God, God, God!!!” I groaned, my ass squirming and still jerking up off the couch as my gym teacher kept at me. The smooth muscles in my bare inner thighs repeatedly tensed as Ms. Dykstra's tongue began to explore the inside of my cunt, her soft lips wetly sucking at me the entire time. “I don't think I can hold off!”
Ms. Dykstra was still in her flimsy gym shorts, the crotch of them soaked through in a small, darkly widening circle with her own evident excitement. The hot smell of her mature pussy was in the air, and if I could have reached her, I'd have slipped my hands into her shorts to explore her cunt as well.
I so seriously wanted to suck my gym teacher's pussy!
But she was doing exactly that to me instead, gently kissing the small protruding fleshy hood that protected my overly-sensitive clit, even as she slipped one finger into my throbbing asshole and two fingers into my pulsing cunt.
“Uhhhh! It's so good!” I kept moaning, my dark hair damply matted as I threw my head from side to side. I mean, I was seriously losing it, going out into whatever zone that pleasure beyond belief took one to. “I love it, I love it! I'm going to come, I really am! I can't help it!”
I could actually taste it, that weird little coppery taste I get, like electric almost, just before I come, so all I could do was give Miss Hellview a sorry look and then my entire body jerked taut as the first wave of it hit me.
As my slim hips strained upward, my entire crotch on fire, Ms. Dykstra's tongue probed beneath the miniature pink overhang and easily discovered my wildly pulsating clitoris itself. A moment later, she was sucking at it eagerly.
“God, I love it and I love you!” I groaned, squirming like I had an electric cattle-prod up my 11-year-old butt, spreading my slim legs still wider. “Miss Hellview, I'm so sorry, but I'm coming!!”
My orgasm was no surprise, but it almost knocked me out, my hot gym teacher's face pressed into my sopping cunt, her nose and cheeks positively slick with my juices. Her mouth kept hungrily sucking at my throbbing clitoris while her eager fingers slid rapidly in and out of my pussy and asshole!
“It feels so fucking good!” I gasped, trembling uncontrollably. “Uhhhhh! Uhhh! Uhhhh! Ohhh! Uhhhhhhhh!”
It was like something incredibly delicious suddenly detonated in my sweet cunt, then reached out instantly to every square inch of my skinny young body in an indescribable flash of purest pleasure!
“Ohhh, I can't breathe!”
“You're coming so good!!” Ms. Dykstra laughed, around a mouthful of my exploding cunt. “And you're fucking me in the face!”
“Uhhhh, uhhh, uhhhh!” I kept panting, straining to get every ounce of spasming pleasure out of this rock-star of an orgasm. “You're killing me!!”
And then I went entirely limp with a final gasp.

It was clear Miss Hellview disapproved of my inability to hold off my climax, even though it was obvious to all three of us how wildly excited I'd been-on the verge of near-insanity, arousal-wise.
“I couldn't help it, I had to come,” I murmured, sitting up at the end of the settee. But I was openly staring at our usually stern-featured, primly dressed headmistress. Naked, she was genuinely breathtaking.
“Miss Hellview, you're gorgeous!”
The change in Miss Hellview was shocking, to say the least.
Her long dark dress tossed to the floor, she stood tall and naked in only knee-high black leather boots and a lacy black push-up bra, a sexy get-up no one alive could have guessed was worn under her usual drab garb.
“Am I?”
A long-legged beauty, she gave me the merest of smiles, then tossed her head as she unpinned her hair. Her sinuous movement revealed flowing blonde locks that went to her tiny waist, large roundly-firm breasts that tilted up, and huge nipples so brightly pink they were like lipstick kisses against her flawless skin.
“I can't believe it's you,” I said again, unable to look away from her. “You're like a goddess!”
Her hips were full, her smooth thighs slender but shapely, her flat tummy gently leading downward to the perfectly trimmed bulge of her pubic mound. Fine blonde curly hair covered her pink slash of a cunt, the thickly swollen lips of it gaping open just slightly, presenting itself to me as a luscious gift.
“Even your cunt is gorgeous,” I breathed. “It looks so tasty.”
“That's sweet of you to say,” she almost blushed, then shrugged. She knew she was actually beautiful, not merely pretty, so why pretend otherwise. “Do you want to taste my cunt, Emily?”
I swallowed hard at the thought, then nodded.
“Yes, I do,” I admitted, a sudden shy note in my voice. “I want to stick my entire face in it.”
She gave me a warm smile, then glanced over at Ms. Dykstra, who was already pulling up her tee-shirt and peeling off her gym shorts. I was certain the three of us could come up with several interesting positions, girl-on-girl-on-girl-wise.
“Then we'd better get started,” Miss Hellview said gently. “Hadn't we?”



CHAPTER 15


It was at 4:00 p.m., right after my last class that same day, the only one I'd attended, actually, when my father surprised me by showing up at the school to take me out to an early dinner.
“Hi, sweetheart,” he smiled when I walked into Miss Hellview's office, at her summons. It was a regular work day for him, I knew, but he was casually dressed in jeans. “I took the day off and was heading up to your Uncle Jack's cottage, when I realized how close your new school was. So I decided to stop.”
I gave him a puzzled look.
His younger brother, Jack, had a fantastic cottage over on Clear Lake, a long drive from our home. But it was also a long drive from my new school, so I knew my dad hadn't been going to the cottage when he'd simply realized I was nearby.
Obviously, he didn't want Miss Hellview to know he'd gone so far out of his way. Or for my mother to know, either. I was certain she had no idea my father had driven all the way up to see me.
My mom would have suspected the worst and killed us both!
It was fine with me, though. I really wanted to see him.
“That's great, Daddy,” I smiled back at him. “But you'll have to ask Miss Hellview's permission before I can leave the grounds. They're pretty strict about the rules around here.”
But Miss Hellview smiled as if I was her all-time favorite student, which after my afternoon with her and Ms. Dykstra (licking into both their slippery cunts like getting the last ice cream out of a cone), I'm sure I was.
I could also tell she was subtly studying my father, the man who'd supposedly paddled my bare little ass so hard I'd had an orgasm. He was extremely good-looking, after all. Then she looked back to me.
“Emily, we've already discussed it, your dad and I, and I think it's a good idea. We want our girls to stay in touch with their families.”
“That's so good to hear…”

“You look beautiful in that little uniform,” my dad said to me as we walked to the parking lot behind the main building. To my surprise, I immediately saw he hadn't come alone. “Your Uncle Jack's joining us for dinner,” he added.
As we walked up to my father's Lincoln Town Car, a huge black four-door vehicle with enough room inside for an entire family of six, my uncle got out of the passenger side.
“I love it!” I laughed, always glad to see my good-looking uncle. I'd had a crush on him forever. “Hey, Uncle Jack! I can't believe you came to see me.”
Tall and well-built, with blond hair and chiseled movie-star features, he was in his usual tight black tee-shirt and jeans. My father's younger brother by a year at 29, he'd been long divorced from his wife. But I knew he still spent a lot of time with his daughter, Kimberly, my cousin. She was the same age as me.
I even knew her younger cousin on the other side of the family, her mother's side, little Amy.
The reason I knew them both so well, of course, was because we all went to the same school together, St. Katherine's Academy. Or at least we did, until I got myself sent away to Miss Hellview's.
“You're still my favorite niece,” my Uncle Jack said. He gave me a big hug. Then he looked me up and down. “There's nothing like a little schoolgirl in uniform,” he said with a smile. “It's so…traditional.”
“I'm not that little,” I protested. “Ask my dad-I'm 11-years-old now. Just like your daughter.”
“I know,” he said, nodding. “You remind me a lot of Kimberly. Like a dark-haired version of her.”
I knew what he meant.
“People at school, my old school, said we looked like sisters instead of cousins,” I told him. “Except she's blonde. I guess we both have those same innocent-looking, little angel-type faces. Because we are. Innocent angels, I mean.”
And I gave him a look, so he'd know I was kidding. But he gave me sort of a knowing look back, which I wasn't exactly certain how to take.
“We were talking about you, on the way up,” he told me. “About you and Kimberly. You're a lot alike. She's developed into a beautiful young girl, even at only 11-years-old, but she's got some very grown-up… needs, so to speak.”
Which caused me to instantly look to my father.
My uncle's careful choice of words, mentioning his young daughter's needs, made it obvious what he meant. Sex. Sexual needs. Like mine, apparently.
“Daddy!” I said sharply. “What did you tell Uncle Jack about me!?”
I was shocked, deeply so, thinking he might have said something to my uncle about what we'd done together. The sex stuff. I'd assumed it would remain our secret for as long as we'd both live.
Or even longer. Like, forever.
Secrets, especially deep dark, really dark, secrets, are supposed to be secret.
“Let's discuss it in the car, sweetheart,” my dad smiled back at me, as if nothing in the world was wrong. “On the way to the restaurant.”
I held my ground for a long moment, looking from one to the other of them. They both had suddenly decided to play it innocent. And, all of a sudden, it was obvious to me they were up to something.
“Which restaurant?” I wanted to know. “There's only a little pizza place in town.”
“That'll be good,” my uncle nodded. “I love pizza.”
He then opened the front passenger door for me to slide in.
Whenever I'd traveled with my parents, as soon as I was old enough, I always rode up in the front seat with them, in the middle. There was more than enough room in the huge car for that, and my mother insisted it was more family-like.
“Go ahead,” my uncle said.
But when I just stood there, realizing I'd be sitting between my dad and my uncle this time on the wide bench seat (and with a pretty good idea why), he again motioned for me to get in front.
“It'll be fine,” he said.
“Won't it be crowded with us all in front?” I laughed. “Or is that the idea?”
Both my father and my uncle exchanged a guilty little look then, but I just laughed again and got into the car. I slid along the smooth leather bench seat, ending up between them when they got in.
“This is cozy,” I smiled, all little-girl sweetness and innocence. “Being wedged in between my two favorite men.”
I was sitting with my knees up and slightly apart, my plaid schoolgirl skirt riding up extra-high on my slender bare thighs, almost to my panties. With my uncle in the car, I expected my father to make me push my skirt back down for the sake of modesty. Or to at least comment on it.
“Put on your seatbelt, sweetheart,” my dad said instead, as he and my uncle each buckled up theirs. “We don't want an accident.”
Huh.
As my father started the car, I asked my uncle, “So, what kind of grown-up needs does Kimberly have?”

“Uncle Jack, I can't believe it!” I said, genuinely shocked. “You're fucking your own daughter?”
The dirty-language-line had been crossed in the car only moments before, when my favorite uncle used exactly that word, fucking, to describe his current relationship with his 11-year-old blonde daughter, Kimberly. And with his apparently oversexed little 9-year-old niece, Amy.
I'd known Kimberly my whole life, and her younger cousin Amy as well, but neither of them had ever mentioned the wild sexual things happening in their lives with my Uncle Jack. And I was a relative, after all, not just a close friend.
Of course, I'd kept my own on-going sexual relationship with my father a secret from both of them as well, so I guess we were even.
“She can't get enough sex,” my uncle admitted, to which my dad nodded. “Your father and I are taking her up to my cottage next weekend. Five or six of my friends are meeting us there. Kimberly wants us all to fuck her brains out.”
That was an even bigger shock.
“What?!”
“She's really into the gangbang thing,” he added. “She's just a kid, but she can go all night.”
I simply could not believe it.
Sweet skinny little Kimberly was not only fucking her father, and had somehow dragged her even younger cousin into it all, but she was now having sex with groups of guys taking turns on her?
My God. But then I realized:
“Daddy!” I suddenly wailed, surprisingly close to tears at being left out. “You're going to fuck Kimberly, too?”
My dad wouldn't look at me, but he shrugged with a nervous smile.
“She was with us in the car earlier this afternoon,” he admitted. “We dropped her off at her mom's, just before we headed up here.”
I looked at him.
“And…?” I coaxed, knowing I was going to learn something that'd probably make me feel even worse. “Go on…”
He laughed awkwardly at my directness, but just shook his head, refusing to go into the details. I kept staring at him, but he wouldn't respond. In fact, if I didn't know better, I'd have sworn he was actually blushing, something I'd never seen him do.
Not my dad, not blushing-he was sort of a tough guy, really. Except when it came to my mother, of course. I think everyone we'd ever met was a little afraid of her. In fact, thinking about it, I realized she seemed a lot like Miss Hellview.
Huh.
“Ask your uncle,” my dad finally said. “She's his daughter.”
“Uncle Jack…?” I turned to him. “What exactly did Kimberly do for you and my father?”
He shrugged, too, with that same awkward laugh. They were brothers, after all, very much alike in more ways than one, it was turning out.
“As soon she got in the car, she unzipped us and started jacking us off,” he admitted a moment later. “Right away. Even though she'd never done anything… sexy with your dad before.”
“I couldn't believe it,” my father admitted. “Seriously.”
My uncle laughed, then went on.
“She was sitting right where you're sitting,” he told me. “Between us, using both hands.”
I gave him a look. Hint, hint, I guess, but I made no move to unzip either one of them. Yet.
“How nice for you and Daddy,” I said. “And then what…?”
“Then we took turns in the back seat with her,” my uncle continued. “While the other one drove around. And, by the way, she said to say 'hi' to you.”
That was nice, at least.
I mean, my cousin Kimberly really was a little sweetheart. And, learning all her sex secrets made me immediately decide to get alone with her, and with her little cousin Amy, the very next time I was back home. Just to see what fun stuff might develop. Girl-girl-girl-wise.
But I still found myself weirdly jealous of Kimberly, or maybe just competitive, when it came to either one of us performing underage sex acts with my own father.
“Tell her 'hi' for me, next weekend,” I said. “While you're all fucking her. But what did you do to her today, in the car?”
It was my dad's turn to finally speak up.
“It's what she did for us,” he said. “She gave us each a blow job. And, I don't know about Jack, but I licked her little pussy back there until she came. That was a lot of fun, I'll admit. She's a great kid.”
My uncle threw in, “I licked her pussy, too. She loves that.”
“I came in her mouth,” my father added. “She swallowed all of it and wanted even more. She told me she's a little cum-freak. Which was true, as far as I could see. She licked up every drop.”
I exhaled slowly, somewhat perturbed but also somewhat turned on by the direction this 'going out to dinner' visit with my father and my uncle was taking.
“So you didn't fuck her?” I gestured toward the huge back seat. “Either one of you? It's big enough to do anything back there…”
“We didn't have time,” my dad admitted to me. “We dropped her off, so we could get up here in time to take you to dinner. But next weekend-”
“I know, I know,” I nodded. “You're going to gangbang her.” And then, “So, Daddy, will next weekend be the first time you'll fuck her?”
He nodded, still concentrating on driving.
“It sure will be,” he said. “I can't wait.”
“Huh.”
We'd all three been talking so much, and so intensely, we'd driven through the small nearby town, past the pizza place, and were out in the country. My dad noticed, too, so he pulled into a turn-around and then headed back.
I was silent for several long moments, thinking it all over.
Talk about a surprising day, in many ways. But oddly, even with all the explicit talk and confessions about incest and gangbangs and blow jobs, neither my dad nor my favorite uncle had laid a hand on me. I mean, wouldn't you think one or the other would already have a hand under by training bra or in my panties?
And so I made a decision.
“Daddy, I want to do it with you,” I announced. “Like, before you fuck Kimberly next weekend. Let's find a motel right now and you can both fuck me, you and Uncle Jack, as much as you want.”
My dad just looked at me then.
I couldn't tell if it was surprise or just plain old sexual excitement in his eyes. But then he smiled knowingly and nodded.
A moment later, I finally felt my Uncle Jack's warm hand on my bare inner thigh, under my skirt. When I didn't resist, but just spread my legs wider and turned to him with a wicked little smile, he moved it up my leg to the damp crotch of my panties. Then he slid a finger under the lacy edge.
“It's about time,” I breathed when he slipped his entire finger up my cunt. “Umm, that feels good, Uncle Jack, but I really want to fuck.”
“A motel it is,” he said, nodding. “We thought you'd never ask.”



CHAPTER 16


The Old Log Inn was a cheap little motel with several run-down, log cabin-type cottages. It was partially hidden off the main highway, in the woods, each cottage standing separate from the others.
A good choice, I'd say, for a few hours of secret sex. So much for pizza, but in my world sex would always win out over food. I could always get a snack back at my new school.
“Daddy, you already came here and got a room!”
I'd figured that out, as soon as we were inside the cottage with the tin number '8' on the door. It was loosely attached by a single rusty nail. I could see we had the only car in the parking lot, and my dad had used a key to get us in-but without first going to the deserted-looking office to register.
“I can't believe you two!”
“We got the room on the way up,” my father admitted, pulling the flowered curtains closed. “It's the only motel for ten miles around. We didn't want to lose out on getting a room.”
I looked around.
“Yeah, right,” I said. “I'd hate to lose out on getting a room in this place.”
He'd closed the door tightly behind us, having to bang it hard to get it latched, the number on the outside rattling but somehow not falling off. When he turned to me, I could tell he was excited, almost too excited, at what we were about to do.
And so was my Uncle Jack.
They both had bulges in the front of their jeans, proof enough for me that my mere presence here was enough to get them highly aroused. On the other hand, I didn't like being taken for granted.
I stood in front of the open bathroom door, hands on my skinny hips.
“So before you picked me up,” I said, “you assumed I'd fuck you both? What, because I'm a big slut?”
My father was already shaking his head.
“Not a slut, sweetheart,” he said quickly. “Sexually adventurous. You once told me you'd try anything, as long as it was dirty.”
I thought about it, then had to laugh.
And I did remember saying it, probably about the time I was a 4th-grader at St. Katherine's. I was naked in just my tennis shoes and my dad had been fucking me standing up, from behind, in our attached garage. I was bent over, bracing myself against a wall with both hands, while he held onto my bare little ass. He'd had a thumb in my asshole and was giving me every inch of his big dick, straight up my slippery hairless little-girl cunt, with every thrust.
In fact, he'd fucked me so hard and fast (while my mom was at work), I could barely see straight.
And I always said a lot of crazy sex stuff whenever I was fucking or getting close to an orgasm. It was like I was in another world, where the dirtier the stuff I came up with was, the more fun it was for both of us.
Like I said earlier, my father liked explicit language from his filthy little girl.
“Okay,” I finally smiled. “That's true.”
I looked around again.
There was a lone double bed, no headboard, saggy in the middle, with a thin gray bedspread that probably hadn't been cleaned in years. A rickety pasteboard dresser stood against the wall, a small ancient wood-grain television mounted high in the corner above it.
Under a short Formica counter with a dirty 4-cup coffee maker was a slightly rusted chrome kitchen-type chair. It had a padded plastic yellow seat torn in several spots, little tufts of whitish-gray stuffing sticking out.
In other words, it was pretty much a 1-star place, maybe not even that.
“I guess fucking my father and uncle in this sleazy place would be dirty enough,” I admitted. “And I do love to fuck, but…”
And here was the but, a sort of big one:
I was suddenly, weirdly and unexpectedly, nervous about doing it with both of them at the same time. I'd never been with two men before, or even two boys, even though it was just my father and my favorite uncle.
In fact, I couldn't understand my uneasiness.
I was excited at the thought, and I really wanted to do it, but my stomach was suddenly filled with a lot of flitty little butterflies, as they say.
My dad moved up to me. He put his arms around my slim waist and gave me a big hug, burying his face warmly in the crook of my neck. “Sweetheart, we just want you to enjoy yourself,” he told me. “And I told Jack that sex was something you enjoyed the most, at least with me.”
“That's true,” I allowed. “But for some reason, it's making me nervous, doing it like this.”
And, like I said, it was true. And entirely surprising.
After all, my dad had been fucking me for over two years, since I was a little 9-year-old, in both my cunt and even in my tight little asshole. And basically we did it in every position imaginable. So I pretty much knew what to expect. And I was positive that two cocks would be even more fun than one.
But still…
With his tee-shirt already off, my Uncle Jack had been unzipping his pants, ready to take them off as well. But he suddenly stopped short at my words and gave me an understanding look.
“Emily, it's okay,” he said. “You're only 11-years-old, for God's sake, so it makes sense you'd be a little scared with two grown men in a strange motel, both wanting to have sex with you.”
I said, “I want to, I really do, but maybe I can just start with my father. Then we can go from there…”
And I shrugged my little-girl shoulders.
The truth was, I was embarrassed at being such a big chicken, especially knowing that my same-age cousin, 11-year-old Kimberly, a little 5th-grader just like me, was already up to doing gangbangs with her dad.
“I swear, I want to fuck, but…”
“Just relax, sweetie,” my father told me. “You don't have to do anything you're uncomfortable with.”
“I know, Daddy.”
“Just you and I can start…” he told me. He gave me another quick hug, then a kiss on my forehead. He straightened up and stepped back. “I'll fuck you first and Uncle Jack can just watch.”
“Okay.”
“I'll stay out of the way,” my uncle said. He pulled out the chrome and yellow kitchen chair and sat down, rocking back slightly on the two rear legs. “I promise. I'll just sit here and take notes.”
Funny.
“I'm really sorry,” I apologized to him, then smiled nervously. “Maybe when I get excited enough…”
“I know,” he said. “Don't worry about it, Emily.”
“Just stand right there,” my father told me. “Let me undress you.”
“Okay.”
And just like when I was a little kid, I closed my eyes as I stood there.
My father slowly unbuttoned my new uniform blouse, pulling it out from where it was tucked into my plaid skirt. Then he reached around inside it and unhooked my training bra from behind, pulling it away from me in front so my budding boobs were suddenly set free. Wheee!
With my eyes still closed, I helped him take my blouse and bra off the rest of the way.
“Oh, God,” my uncle suddenly said. I could hear him stand up, feel him moving in close to me. So much for keeping his promise. “What sweet young tits! They're so perfect!”
I swallowed hard, but then opened my eyes and said, “Thanks, Uncle Jack, but they seem so little to me. Too little.”
And I cupped them in my hands so he could judge them better.
“God, no,” he laughed, staring at my underage boobs. I was certain they didn't look much different than his own daughter's, except maybe my nipples were a little darker, me not being a blonde. He said, “They're absolutely perfect!”
“Thank you.”
I was still a polite little girl, if nothing else. And I seemed to be getting over some of my nervousness.
“Can I just touch them?” my uncle asked then. “I'll be good, I promise.”
That seemed harmless enough.
“Sure,” I nodded, to which he gave me a sudden smile. Then I gave him another one of my little shrugs. “You can even suck them, if you want. My nipples. They're really sensitive.”
“You are a little angel,” he said.
And I continued to stand perfectly still, letting him at me, his mouth finding first one of my perky little nipples, and then the other. At the same time, his hands took the place of mine, cupping both of my underage breasts and squeezing their smooth firmness gently. He was both sucking and licking at the extended tips, both of them pointy and enlarged, making me shiver with a series of little thrills as his teeth gently nibbled at them.
“That feels nice, Uncle Jack,” I admitted, my small nipples both alive with sensation as he kept sucking at them. His teeth continued to gently nibble at me. “Ohhh, God, that does feel good!”
At the same time, my father reached up under my plaid skirt and found my damp underpants. He ran his fingertips lightly up and down the center crease in the moist fabric formed by my slit, gently pressing against it near the top (over my clit!) until I was breathing faster.
“Daddy, you get me so excited,” I told him. “Always. Because what we do is so wrong.”
“But fun.”
A moment later, he tugged my underpants down over my slim hips while leaving my plaid skirt in place, then let them drop to the floor. I stepped out of and over my damp panties, then kicked off my tennis shoes, standing there in only my schoolgirl skirt and dark blue knee socks.
A second later, my father's fingers found their way into me. He began slowly fingerfucking me.
“Emily, you're so damn sexy,” my dad told me, and I knew he meant it. “You have such a sweet cunt!”
I shrugged at the compliment, maybe blushing a little myself.
“Thank you, Daddy,” I murmured. “I'm glad you like it.”
I was naked under my skirt, standing there with my feet apart as he then slipped his fingers out of me to squeeze my slightly plump pubic mound with his entire hand. He amused himself for a moment with my emerging pubic hair, which tickled me slightly, then squeezed the bulge of my mound again, getting a sharp little gasp of pleasure from me.
“I love it, Daddy,” I breathed. “Now please fingerfuck me again. I liked that even better.”
Which he did, sliding his fingers back into my slippery wetness and then moving them in and out of my cunt, exploring more deeply into my juicy center with each of his probing explorations upward. His other hand slid under the back of my skirt and he gave one firm cheek of my bare little ass a squeeze.
Even in such a sexually-charged situation, I found the warmness of his touch comforting.
“You and Uncle Jack are getting me really excited,” I admitted to him, feeling my breath quickening even more as my underage pussy filled to overflowing with my oily slick wetness. I could even feel it oozing down onto my bare inner thighs. “I'm getting all shaky.”
My father squeezed the other bare cheek of my ass then, fondling my rubbery little butt like he'd often done when I was much younger, until I finally told him, “Daddy, stick your finger up my butthole, too.”
I knew my dad well-he often liked for me to ask him, or to tell him, what to do, as if it was all my idea, his not-so-innocent child wanting whatever dirty pleasure she could get from him.
True enough, I guess.
And he did it, my father's finger sliding easily into my puckered asshole, going in deep as the slick little muscles inside of me gripped wetly at the intrusion. Slowly, with one hand under my plaid skirt in front and his other hand under my skirt in back, he began fingerfucking my wet pussy and my tight asshole at the same time.
“That's it, Daddy,” I gasped, my slender legs suddenly so shaky I was trembling all over. “Ummm, I love it!”
My uncle was still paying attention to my 11-year-old boobs.
His mouth was locked hotly onto me and his strong hands were holding onto my bare waist. He licked each erect tip of my nipples with a flickering motion of his tongue, even as he sucked hungrily at them, my trembling as the rising level of arousal within me climbed even higher, driving me nearly crazy.
God, I was loving every minute of it.
I looked to my father with a dreamy little smile, his slippery fingers working gradually faster in both of my holes, and then licked at my lower lip with just the tip of my tongue, a signal to him that he knew well enough.
He kissed my mouth then, just a quick kiss, something we rarely did, and then only when I was so excited sexually I was ready for anything. I mean, getting fucked by your dad when you're only a sweet little 11-year-old was one thing, but making out with him was something entirely different.
Like, almost too sick.
“Kiss me again, Daddy,” I breathed hoarsely, so aroused I could tell I'd simply fall sideways onto the bed when my skinny legs soon gave out. I couldn't stop shaking, my heart doing that pounding thing I knew so well. “French kiss me.”
So he did, French kissed me, his tongue probing into my hot mouth as I kissed him back, sucking wetly at him.
We kissed for many long moments as we stood there, my father feverishly fingerfucking my throbbing pussy and my tightly gripping slick asshole while my favorite uncle continued to squeeze my small tits and wetly suck my nipples.
I was about to melt.
“I'm ready, Uncle Jack,” I said then, shakily pulling my mouth away from my dad's lips. “I'm ready to fuck you both.”



CHAPTER 17


Before the three of us got on the limp-looking double bed, we'd first tossed the threadbare bedspread and ratty blankets to the floor.
What we were going to do sexually was dirty enough, without adding actual dirt to the adventure.
I was naked, except for my dark blue knee socks, having slipped out of my school uniform skirt as both my father and my uncle finished getting undressed. But the first problem with tumbling into bed together, as we soon discovered, was that the old bedsprings were too weak to comfortably hold all three of us.
“I can't move,” my uncle laughed. “I'm falling into a big hole here!”
He was finally as naked as he'd wanted to be when we first arrived. Lying on his back in the middle of the bed under me, his penis (as thickly large as my father's) was standing stiff and throbbing in my small hand as I straddled his hips and pressed the swollen tip into the wet little slit of my pussy.
But the weight of his muscular body, especially with me on top of him, was being slowly swallowed by the cheap mattress we all shared.
“Uncle Jack!” I gave him a playful slap to his chest. “I hope that's not my hole you're calling big!”
He gave me a look.
“Hardly,” he smiled. “Your hole's just right. It's this damn bed.”
“Just lay still then,” I advised, the wise little 11-year-old niece. “I'll do all the work and fuck you, instead of the other way around.”
I was slowly taking every inch of his big cock into my preteen cunt, the thick shaft of it as hard as a rock. My little pussy was as wet as wet could be, a hot little swamp of pulsating juicy goodness between my bare young thighs.
“It feels so good going into me,” I panted, pushing myself downward as my hands gripped my uncle's bare chest. So far, I'd just managed to get the engorged head in, but the rest of it was definitely working its way up into me. “Uhhh, it really does feel good! My pussy's just throbbing in there. Oh, God!”
“Her cunt's always real tight when you start,” my father told him. “But she gets so wet, it always goes in all the way. And once she gets started, she loves to fuck and fuck and fuck.”
I had to laugh again.
“And fuck some more,” I added. “It's my favorite thing.”
“I've always dreamed of fucking you,” my uncle admitted. “And Kimberly said she wants to eat your pussy. Next time she sees you.”
I had to smile at that.
“God, I want to eat her pussy,” I told him. “Does she know you and my dad came up here just to fuck me?”
My naked father was kneeling awkwardly beside us on the bed, leaning against me as if for balance.
“Kimmie knows,” he told me. “She was afraid to tell you about her and Uncle Jack because she didn't know you and I were fucking, too. It must run in our family, the father-daughter fun stuff.”
“It must,” I laughed. “God, we're both fucking our own dads!”
My father had his arm around my skinny waist, with his other hand squeezing my bare boobs as I continued pushing my sopping cunt farther down onto my uncle's cock, inch by delicious inch. His own dick was standing up rigidly, my father's, I mean, visibly throbbing and so insanely hard it could've probably been played like a stringed musical instrument.
Watching his brother fuck his daughter was probably a pretty big turn-on.
“That's what got Kimberly all excited,” my dad went on. “Knowing you were going to be part of the, uh, whole sex thing we've got going. She and Uncle Jack belong to a swinger's club back home, an incest thing, and you and I are joining.”
“Oh, my God!” I laughed, excited. “Really?”
I reached over and took my dad's cock in my hand, giving it a little squeeze and seeing the head of it turn even redder than usual. When he sighed with obvious pleasure, I began jacking him off.
“Daddy, stand up beside the bed,” I suggested, my small hand jerking up and down, “so I can suck your dick.”
A suggestion that was immediately followed.
He hopped off, then put the smoothly swollen head of his rigid cock into my mouth as he stood there. I licked at the velvety tip with my tongue as I sucked him, encircling it even, my hand moving gradually faster, working up and down to make him come.
I loved the whole 'throbbing cock in my mouth' thing.
“Come in my mouth when Uncle Jack comes in my cunt,” I said. Like my father, my uncle also had a vasectomy years ago, so I knew he could ejaculate into me as often as he wanted. “You can both come in me at the same time. Kimberly's not the only little cum-slut in the family.”
And then, talk about your weird timing: my Uncle Jack's cell phone rang.
We all stopped in mid-fuck-and-suck, as if we were naked statues.
“Can you see who that is?” my uncle asked my dad. “I'm about half-way to paradise in Emily's hot little cunt.”
My father's stiff cock slid out of my mouth and out of my grip as he hopped over barefoot to the counter where my uncle left his cell phone. He looked at the caller ID, then smiled brightly, hit the 'answer' button and handed the small black phone to me without saying a word.
“Hello?” I answered.
And I heard the lyrical voice of my sweet cousin, little Kimberly, who apparently was even more of a slut at 11-years-old than I was.



CHAPTER 18


“Hi, Emily,” she said brightly. “I called my dad's phone to see if you were nearby. I haven't talked to you in ages!”
We were all three in frozen statue-mode, my father, my Uncle Jack and I, only the continuing throbbing of our respective sex organs a clue that anything sexual was going on. Well, that and the fact we were all three naked in a ratty motel room.
“Kimberly!” I laughed, genuinely delighted to hear her voice. “Oh, my God, it's so great to hear from you!”
She laughed, too, at the other end.
“So…” she started slyly, clearly knowing what was going on. “What's up?”
“Your father's big cock,” I told her. “Up my pussy. As if you didn't know.”
“Perfect,” she said. “We were hoping to catch you all in the act.”
That stopped me for a moment.
“We?”
Kimberly laughed again, and then I heard additional laughter, like kids' laughter, in the background.
“I'm over at my other cousin Amy's, in her bedroom with the door locked,” she informed me, a breathlessness to her voice that was somehow exciting. “Her mom's at work, you're on speakerphone so we all can hear, and she's licking my pussy while her older brother Paul has his stiff dick up my asshole. Do you remember Paul?”
I had to stop and think.
Meanwhile, my Uncle Jack began ever so slowly to again fuck me from below, his big cock pushing up into my wet cunt and then sliding back down again, but so gently as to not disturb the call I was on with his daughter.
“Ohhh, God,” I murmured, into the phone. “Sorry, Kimmie, your dad started fucking me again. Anyway, I do remember Paul, kind of strong-looking and a real cute kid, in the 6th-grade, right?”
“That's me!” I heard him call out in the background, laughing. “And, just so you know, Kimberly's asshole is so slippery and hot in there, my dick's almost on fire!”
“I'm here, too,” Amy threw in. “I'm watching my brother's cock go in and out of my favorite cousin's butt while I lick her pussy and she licks mine-which she's supposed to be doing instead of talking on the phone!”
Clearly, Amy was like the horniest little 9-year-old girl that ever lived. Next to me, that is, when I was that age,
“Keep licking,” Kimberly advised her. “Emily, can you believe we've both been doing stuff like this all along but never knew it? We've got to get together the next time you get back.”
“God, yes!” I laughed. And then, “Uhhh! Your father's fucking me faster now, while I'm sitting on his big cock. He's got his fingers on my clit, massaging it, so it won't take me long to come. Ohhh, yes, fuck me, Uncle Jack, fuck me!”
Kimberly was quiet on the other end, her breathing as rapid as mine due to her own fun activity back home, and then she said, “I want to hear you come, Emily, while my dad fucks you.”
“Okay.”
And still holding the cell phone to my ear, I began jerking my slender hips back and forth with a quickly building urgency that finally caused my uncle's standing cock to slip fully up into me with a wet little suction sound.
“Wow, that's fantastic!” my Uncle Jack panted. “You're like a slippery, tight little vise in there!”
I could feel every thick twitching inch of his penis within me, his hips jerking up off the bed suddenly and lifting me in the air.
“It's all the way in,” I groaned, into the phone. “Your father's cock is all the way in my pussy!”
I began riding him like a bucking bronco, one hand holding the phone, the other gripping at his bare chest as I speared myself onto his wildly throbbing dick. At the same time, he repeatedly thrust himself up into me with everything he had.
It excited me even more than normal, knowing little Kimberly was listening to me fucking her dad, while my own father slipped back into place beside me and suddenly gave my jerking bare ass a squeeze. His fingers probed into the sweaty crack of my butt, then found my slickened asshole.
“Kimberly!” I gasped, panting so hard I was shaking. “My dad's fingerfucking my asshole while your dad's fucking me to death! Ohhh, it feels so good! I'm already getting close to coming! Uhhh! Uhh!”
At the same time, through the phone, I could hear my 11-year-old blonde cousin groaning and panting with her own illicit pleasure, her cries of, “Fuck my little asshole, Paul!” coming through loud and clear.
We were definitely related.
“Emily, I can't wait to lick your cunt,” Kimberly moaned to me, her voice so rough I knew she was close to her own orgasm. “I want to suck your pussy so much! Ohhh, God, Amy's making me come! Suck my clit, Amy, suck it!”
And as she shuddered through her own orgasm, she began telling me she loved me, that she wanted to be with me, then she wanted to make out with me, French kiss me, suck my cunt, lick my asshole, and do everything dirty and wrong and sexual it was possible for one underage little 5th-grade girl to do to another underage little 5th-grade girl, especially cousin to cousin.
“I'm coming!” I cried out, her voice in my ear pushing me over the edge. “It feels so good! Ohhh, yes, yes, yes! Uhhh! Fuck me harder, Uncle Jack, fuck me even harder! Ohhh, God, yes!”
And my Uncle Jack fucked me harder, his big cock cleaving up into my spasming pink cunt with thrusts that almost threw me off him. While I came, my slippery hole grabbing at his cock literally sucked the cum out of him.
It rocketed up into me, thick throbbing streams of his semen that filled me to the brim and cascaded back out, covering the base of his cock.
“Open your mouth,” my father suddenly said, standing beside the bed with his cock in his hand. He was rapidly jacking off, the swollen head of his penis only an inch from my face. “I'm going to come right now.”
And he did.
I barely had time to get my mouth open before his cum shot out from that little slit in the very tip of his dick and instantly coated my tongue with it. I swallowed it as fast as it jetted out, one thick stream after another finding my mouth, but more than a little of it ended up in my face, on my chin, in my hair, and even on my uncle's cell phone.
“My dad just came in my mouth,” I informed Kimberly, trying to catch my breath. “He came on Uncle Jack's cell phone, too!” I added, laughing. “God, what a load of cum he shot out!”
“Swallow some for me,” Kimberly laughed back, breathing raggedly herself. “Hey, I just heard Amy's mom come home. We'd better go.”
“I love you, cousin,” I proclaimed, meaning it. “I can't want to get my hands on you, Kimmie! And my mouth! And my cunt”
“Me, neither,” she laughed. “Eat'ya later.”
And then she was gone.
I gingerly held out the cum-splattered cell phone to my Uncle Jack, who was looking up at it with clear distaste. He was still breathing hard, his blonde hair damp with sweat, his thick cock still pulsing within my sopping cunt.
“I've got three of the damn things,” he informed me. “So you can keep it, Emily. But only if you'll lick all your dad's cum off it.”
I shrugged with a little smile.
“No problem,” I told him. “Watch this…”
And as both my father and my Uncle Jack watched closely (which weirdly excited me for some reason, the little show-off aspect), I slowly licked every drop of my dad's sticky warm cum off the cell phone I now owned, planning to take it back with me to Miss Hellview's Private School for Girls.
Even though I knew all cell phones were absolutely banned. And punishable by death.



CHAPTER 19


Back at school that night, my crotch finally began to feel the results of the almost unbelievable series of sexual adventures I'd had since I'd arrived.
In that ratty motel room, my father and my uncle fucked me frantically, in every position we could imagine. My uncle's cock was finally the first to go all the way up my asshole, ever, so that my father managed to bury himself to the hilt in it next. Finally. And each of them shot such a load of cum into my rectum I could still feel it making its way out.
It was just after 10:00 p.m. when I got back and I fell onto my bed with an exhausted sigh, the tiny cell phone hidden in my hand. There was such a strict school policy against them, I decided not to tell my roommates about it. Better for them if they didn't know. I slid it under my pillow until I could figure out where to hide it later.
And I was even too tired to masturbate, which I did every night of my life. Multiple times. My plan instead was to simply sleep the rest of my life away. Or at least the night.
No such luck.
“Velda and Ingrid were in here looking for you,” Pamela told me, sitting up. “They were mad.”
“They said it's because you hurt Carol,” Maryanne threw in, but then smiled. “The other girls think you're a hero, the way you took care of her. She was even a worse bully than Velda.”
“Really?”
I slowly got undressed, yawning, hanging up my school uniform and leaving on my white cotton panties. They were still damp in the rear, from seepage, but better than soiling my nice clean sheets. It was a warm evening, so I slipped on a shorty blue nightgown and crawled into bed.
“I'm too tired to think about it,” I admitted. “Maybe they won't came back tonight.”
Little Pamela shook her head.
“They're night owls,” she told me. “They'll be back. And they'll make all three of us, you know, lick them. But you might be able to get an hour or two of sleep before they show up again.”
I rolled over, then put my head under my pillow. Next to my new cell phone. I intended to call my cousin Kimberly tomorrow and have more phone sex with her, as often as possible, in fact, until I could figure out how to get back home and eat her sweet little pussy for real. Thinking of doing it gave me a weary smile.
Then I thought of Velda and Ingrid.
“Just wake me up when it's my turn to lick their cunts,” I called out. “I could use the practice.”

Pamela was wrong.
Velda and Ingrid didn't use their key to come into our room until 2:30 a.m., giving me a solid four and a half hours of sleep. It wasn't enough, normally, for a growing little 11-year-old girl, but it was far better than an hour or two.
“Wake up, slut!” Velda kicked the side of my bed, standing there beside it in the near dark. “Get out of bed!”
She was holding a small but powerful flashlight, shining it in my face until I finally opened my eyes. Then she aimed it at the floor so I could get up.
Instead of her uniform, I noticed, she was in jeans and a dark pullover top, as was little Ingrid. Which was appropriate dress for a nighttime raid against their fellow students. I nodded, still coming awake, then swung my bare legs onto the floor.
“Hello, girls,” I said sleepily. “Should I take off my panties?”
I mean, why fight it?
I knew they wanted oral sex and it turned out to be a fun thing to do, whether the girls making you do it thought you were being forced or not. And big blonde 14-year-old Velda, like her gorgeous aunt, had a particularly sweet-looking cunt, one I still hadn't gotten my eager face into. She'd fucked me ragged with that strap-on dildo/vibrator the night before, it was true, but I'd never licked her pussy at all.
I was assuming that's how we'd start tonight, but she surprised me.
“Shut up,” she said. “You're coming with us.”
And while Pamela and Maryanne finally came awake in time to see her roughly grab my arm and drag me to my feet, she and Ingrid led me to the door. “Where are you taking her?” Maryanne wanted to know, which instantly got her a flashlight beam in the face. “Not to the well, I hope!”
Great.
The night before, during all the sexual pussy-fun gymnastics I'd had with Maryanne and Pamela, they'd told me many nightmare stories about Velda and Carol and Ingrid and their bullying campaign against the other students.
One of the stories (pure rumors and lies, I was certain) was about the three bullies throwing a girl named Suzie who wouldn't knuckle under into an ancient well hidden somewhere back on the property. To never be seen again.
They swore it was true, as told to them by a girl who knew a girl who used to be Suzie's roommate.
“Say a word, we'll come back for you,” Velda said. “I'm serious.”
As she and Ingrid pushed and pulled me to the door, I complained, “I'm just in my nightgown and I don't have any shoes on.”
It didn't even slow them down.
“Tough,” Ingrid told me. “You won't need them where you're going.”
“And I really have to pee!”
Velda laughed at that.
“Hold it, then,” she told me. “Or just piss your panties.”
Nice.

The grass was damp under my bare feet, the night air cool on my skinny bare legs and under my skimpy nightgown. It was dark out, really dark, not even a pale sliver of yellow moon to see. Velda used her small flashlight to lead the way, taking us across the wide expanse of lawn to somewhere at the rear of the huge, entirely fenced-in property.
“Is there really a well?” I wanted to know. “Did you throw a student named Suzie in there?”
Both Velda and Ingrid laughed.
“We started that story,” Velda admitted. “A couple of years ago, to keep all those little idiots in line. But we've got something way better for you.”
“Or worse,” the little redhead behind me added. “You'll see.”
And Ingrid reached out and gave my butt a quick smack through my panties, just the side of one cheek, as if hurrying me along, but almost more like it was a little taste of what was to come. I was guessing a hard paddling was their plan, somewhere on the grounds where my cries of pain couldn't be heard. They'd hold me down or tie me down, then take turns spanking my bare ass until I was crying hysterically and literally begging for mercy.
But I couldn't have been more wrong.



CHAPTER 20


We stopped in the dark suddenly.
I realized we were standing beside a red brick building that could only be the huge garage at the very back of the grounds. Built over a hundred years ago to house horse-drawn carriages, it was large enough today to hold at least a dozen cars.
“Go,” Velda said. “Up the stairs.”
She pushed me forward and then she and Ingrid marched me, barefoot and still in just my panties and skimpy nightie, up a flight of older wooden stairs that led up the outside of the building to the second floor.
“I'm going to get a splinter in my foot,” I said, the rough wooden stairs creaking beneath our combined weight. “These stairs don't seem safe. And I still have to really pee.”
Velda hit me between the shoulders, not that hard but enough to hurt. “Jesus Christ, kid, shut the hell up. Goddamn it, all you do is complain.”
“Duh. You kidnapped me.”
“You deserve it,” she said. “Doing that to Carol.”
I just shook my head. “It was an accident. So I don't deserve it.”
Velda just laughed.
“So sue us, slut.”
The little redheaded Ingrid laughed at that, too, then reached around me and opened a wide plank door at the top of the stairs. Light from within flooded the small landing we stood on. I could see someone standing there, right inside the doorway.
“Meet Jackson,” Velda announced.
And she pushed me inside.

Jackson's place over the school's garage was huge, a narrow but long loft-like apartment that apparently ran the length of the entire building. It was well-lit, had a very high ceiling, unfinished walls with plumbing and wiring showing, a minimum of furniture, and no windows that I could see.
A huge but older plasma TV was hung on one wall, a large sleeper couch across the room from it, the kind that pulled out into a bed. There were no other chairs or places in sight to sit. He apparently didn't have many visitors.
The only lavish touch was the carpeting, the same carpeting in Miss Hellview's private quarters (she must've gotten a great deal!), that deep burgundy weave-it felt like heaven on my bare feet after my night-time trek through the grass.
There were two or three doors down at the other end, at least one of which I assumed had to be a bathroom.
“I still have to pee,” I almost cried. I was actually cupping my crotch with my hand, holding it in. “Really bad.”
Jackson looked to each of my female captors for approval, and when Velda finally exhaled with annoyance but looked away, he pointed, “Second door down. And just relax, there's nowhere to run to up here.”
“Fine.”
As Maryanne and Pamela had described him, he really was a creepy looking guy, in his early 20's, I'd say, skinny with greasy looking long hair and a narrow, acne-scarred face. He had a tattoo of a spider web on his neck and a look in his almost-black eyes that seemed a little crazy. I had no idea whether Jackson was his first name or his last, and didn't care.
But I was definitely scared.
In the mostly unfinished bathroom, I closed the door behind me but discovered there was no lock. I really didn't have to pee, but I did have to be alone-as soon as Velda said we were going somewhere, I'd snatched my new cell phone from under my pillow in the dark, then been carrying it in my hand the entire time.
Neither Velda nor Ingrid even thought to check, and why would they? I was mostly naked and cell phones weren't allowed.
Anyway, as we climbed the stairs, and knowing we'd probably be coming to a lighted area, I'd covertly slid the tiny phone down into the crotch of my panties, between my legs, then held myself as if I really had to go.
Idiots.
It was easy enough to find my father's number in my uncle's cell phone. I was afraid they'd hear me talking, even if I whispered, so I sat on the toilet and texted him, hoping he'd get it sooner than later. It was almost three in the morning, after all.
'Daddy, big trouble. Call school, bad people doing bad things to me, in Jackson's, over garage. I don't know-'
A loud banging on the door ended my texting. I put my phone behind the toilet on the floor, and left it there, hoping they wouldn't find it. Then I stood up as if I'd just finished peeing and flushed.
“Hurry it up,” Velda said, opening the door. “Get out here.”
The sight that greeted me as she walked me back up the room to the sleeper couch was odd, to say the least.
Creepy Jackson was sprawled on one side of the couch in only a tee-shirt, his thin but longish cock standing up and being avidly sucked by little Ingrid. She was naked except for her tennis shoes, kneeling in front of him, her red hair pulled back out of the way and held by a rubber band behind her head.
Not the odd part.
Jackson had his eyes closed and was slowly, jerkily, pumping his hips in a semi-fucking motion, pushing his cock deeper into the little 14-year-old's sucking mouth with each bob of her head.
Still not the odd part.
A young but large German shepherd dog, both front paws encased in white socks and his snout held tightly by a little leather muzzle, was holding Ingrid around the waist and fucking her like there was no tomorrow. Which she was clearly loving, groaning with excitement, her pale tits swinging back and forth as she jerked her small bare ass back at the dog with every thrust of his big pink cock.
Even from where I stood, I could easily see the entire shaft of it disappearing repeatedly into her juicy red-haired cunt.
“He's in me so deep!” she mouthed around Jackson's slightly bent cock, licking and sucking it loudly. Her breathing was ragged and harsh. “God, he's fucking me to death! I love it, I goddamn love it, getting fucked so hard!”
Okay, that was the odd part.
Plus, I thought, the fact such a small 14-year-old girl could take such a huge cock into her tight pussy, whether dog or man. I mean, Bosco (that was the frisky German shepherd's name, I later learned) had a fat cock as big around as a fat salami, and it was going so deeply into little Ingrid's wetly dripping cunt I thought it'd come poking out of her mouth any second.
Of course, even if that was possible, it'd never happen because Jackson's stiff cock was already there. In underage Ingrid's willing mouth.
“Jesus,” I breathed, genuinely shocked.
Yet entranced. The wet sound of Bosco's hard and fast fucking, including Ingrid's raspy breathing and sharp cries of pure pleasure, even with her mouth on Jackson's dick, was starting to get to me. Like weirdly exciting me even more than I might've imagined. Not that I'd admit it.
“I don't believe this!”
Velda laughed. “Believe it, slut.”
And as I stood watching, rooted to the spot, the blonde 8th-grader wrestled a short but heavy wooden bench out into the room. It was well-padded on top and had several slots cut into the front and sides for some reason. She placed it next to Ingrid (who was still panting like an animal, frantically fucking doggy-style with the real thing), in front of the couch, before the empty spot next to Jackson.
“You're going to lick my pussy,” she told me.
She undid her jeans and pushed them down over her firm hips. She wasn't wearing panties, her crotch damp with clear excitement, the tiny swirls of her fine blonde pubic hair matted down. She was already so aroused, the slick lips of her luscious-looking cunt were seriously prominent.
“I missed out last night,” she said, “when you licked Carol and Ingrid. I was too busy fucking you and making you come.”
I didn't say anything, but I knew I'd do it. Lick her cunt.
My God, I actually wanted to! I realized I must be a lesbian trapped in a little girl's body or something. Just like my cousin Kimberly or her even littler cousin Amy. Oh well. I guess my whole family loved pussy.
“Get naked,” Velda told me, peeling off her top. “Make it fast.”
She wasn't wearing a bra either and her large round breasts were firmed up with the same excitement that'd gotten her cunt so wet, her big pink nipples standing at rigid attention for whatever came next.
Which we both knew involved me.
As soon as I'd shrugged off my nightie and slipped out of my white cotton panties, Velda grabbed the back of my tousled brown hair and pulled me to her, kissing me hard on the mouth as she'd done the night before.
I admit, love her or hate her, I kissed her right back, my small tongue finding hers and entwining with it as our lips stayed locked together for far longer than I expected. It kicked my heartbeat into high gear when she held me tightly against her, my skinny naked body warmly pressed into hers.
But when I squeezed one of her perfect breasts, unable to help myself as my fingers felt its firm heaviness and then searched for one of her distended nipples, she abruptly pulled back, breaking free.
“Enough, slut,” she said, a little breathlessly. And she pushed me down to the floor. “Kneel over the bench.”
I just nodded without saying a word.
When I bent over the padded top, she surprised me by coming up with a pair of padded handcuffs. Roughly grabbing my arm, she closed a handcuff around one of my thin wrists, looped the handcuffs through one of the cut-out slots in front of the heavy bench, and then closed the other handcuff around my other wrist before I could stop her.
“Hey!” I complained, held down and bent over with almost no room to move. I pulled on the handcuffs, trying to get free even though I knew they'd never come loose. On my knees, my bare ass was sticking right out there, I said, “You didn't have to handcuff me-I'd lick your pussy anyway, Velda.”
I couldn't believe I'd admitted it to her, but there it was: the awful truth.
But, unfortunately, Velda had a truth of her own, a scary one that I was about to discover.
“I know you would,” she shrugged, her big firm boobs jiggling deliciously as she moved. “And you're going to lick it, before we're done. But-”
And here she just walked away, disappearing and leaving me there, bound to the heavy bench so I was completely available for whatever she had in mind next. Which, considering what was going on with little redheaded Ingrid next to me, had to be something bad.



CHAPTER 21


How could I have not remembered! I guess I was too upset with the entire kidnapping thing to be thinking straight.
Maryanne and Pamela told me there were two vicious attack dogs that Jackson let loose on the property for security each night, but our trip in the dark across the yard hadn't been interrupted by either of them.
“This is Boomer,” Velda introduced me. “Bosco's brother. And he loves to fuck even more than Bosco.”
I looked back over my bare shoulder as well as I could, bent over and held down in place as I was. My young blue eyes widened in horror.
“Oh, God-no!”
The German shepherd Velda held tightly on a chain leash also had white socks covering his front paws, secured with tape. He was just as large as the dog fucking the living shit out of Ingrid, but seemingly even more eager to get at me. He kept lunging forward in my direction, stopped only by the tall blonde's strong grip on his leash, holding him back. Unlike his brother, he wasn't wearing a muzzle.
And his needful whimpering to get at me wasn't my imagination.
His big pink penis was fully erect and entirely out of its hairy sheath, the heavy, fat-in-the-middle shaft bobbling between his legs with every move he made. Also, a thin clear line of obvious pre-cum trailed from the very tip, signaling his interest. And his animal intention.
“Look how big his cock is!” Velda pointed, turning him to the side so I could better see. “When he comes, about a gallon of cum shoots out-really, it's like a horse! And look how turned on he is! God, he's hard as a rock! He must really want your sweet little cunt!”
But whether Boomer was so highly aroused because Bosco was fucking Ingrid right beside us (to a dog, like watching dog porn, I guess), or because he had a sexual thing for me, I honestly couldn't say. Or care.
Either way, I wanted no part of it.
“No!” I gasped again in pure panic, trying to wriggle my bare ass out of the way as he closed in on me. I knew I was in big trouble when I felt his hot breath on the backs of my thighs, felt his wet nose suddenly nuzzling into my even wetter cunt from behind. “Bad dog! Go away!”
Velda merely laughed at my discomfort and fear.
A second later, Boomer's tongue was licking quickly into my slippery pussy, tasting me, exploring me, and (admittedly) arousing me. Especially when he began eagerly licking up from my pussy, between the damp cheeks of my butt, right to my tight little asshole and then back again.
The position I'd been forced to assume presented both of my highly sensitive openings directly to him. It felt good, in a perverted way I couldn't deny, but what was about to follow made me almost sick with terror.
“Please stop him,” I begged. “I'm serious! I'm so scared!”
“You little idiot,” Velda said. “He wants to fuck you, not eat you. Just shut up.”
I couldn't believe how calm she was about it.
“Are you crazy?!” I was starting to cry, my panic giving way to super-panic. “I can't let a dog fuck me! It's insane!”
By then Velda had already put enough slack in his leash so that Boomer was suddenly on top of me, his strong front legs gripping me tightly around my skinny waist as I cried and begged her to let me go. I had no room to move due to the tightness of the padded handcuffs, and the big German shepherd held me so tightly I could move even less.
“You're no virgin, slut,” Velda laughed. “You took all the fucking I gave you last night, and loved it, so I'm sure you can handle this.”
And before I could disagree, I felt the slick warm tip of Boomer's huge cock press against my bare ass and then against the backs of my trembling thighs, leaving a trace of his sticky liquid, as he tried to find his way into me. The thought that he'd soon be pushing that giant dog-cock straight into my little-girl cunt sent a hot shiver of the worst fear I'd ever known through me. Seriously, I was getting hysterical.
“No, you're wrong,” I cried. “I can't handle this!”
“I told you, shut up,” she said. “You're going to be too busy licking my pussy to worry about it, anyway.”
And, letting go of the leash once Boomer clearly had me held tight, Velda slid around us both and dropped down into the couch next to Jackson. Directly in front of me and spreading her shapely bare thighs, she pushed her firm hips forward until her cunt was right in my face. It opened wetly, her thickened cunt-lips so swollen and slick I was looking right up her pink hole.
“Get to it,” Velda said simply.
So, trapped, I started licking her pussy, pushing my tongue into her sugary sweetness until my mouth was pressed tightly against her swollen slit. As I probed into her with my tongue, my 14-year-old blonde captor sighed with a dreamy little smile, clearly enjoying not only the physical aspect of the forced oral sex I was providing, but also my abject fear at what Boomer was about to do to me.
And then next to us, it was suddenly obvious something was going on with Ingrid and the creepy handyman.
“Oh, man, I'm coming!” skinny weird Jackson suddenly moaned, sprawled next to Velda but directing his attention to Ingrid. “Swallow all my cum, kid!”
I cut my eyes over to see the eruption of the creepy guy's semen, little Ingrid still sucking and licking eagerly at his standing cock, while jacking him off hurriedly. Thick ribbons of his cum shot into her mouth and onto her young face.
“Oh, yeah, yeah!” he kept telling her. “You're still the best little cocksucker I ever met!”
At his hoarse urging, she was swallowing as much of his hot cum as possible, each erratic stream of it going straight into her mouth. Her tongue then just as quickly lapped up any excess that ended on her fingers or dripped from her glistening lips.
There was no doubt: the little redheaded 8th-grader was loving it.
And the entire time, Bosco was still hanging onto her and ramming his huge cock into her with unrelenting fury, pounding it into her sloppy wet cunt with all the strength he had. His thrusts, I could tell, were nearly knocking the breath out of her.
It was quite a show, in fact, one I might've actually enjoyed if I wasn't so terrified at my own awful predicament.
I know, weird, but true.
Anyway, that was also the moment (just after Jackson ejaculated into Ingrid's hot mouth) that Boomer's hard cock finally found my throbbing cunt, just the warm tip of it entering me at first. And, oddly, it started in easily enough because I was already dripping with so much excess lubrication.
I couldn't believe it. Or understand it.
“Keep licking my pussy!” Velda commanded. “No one told you to stop!”
At the first sensation of Boomer's cock going into me, just starting to go in, really, I'd frozen in place. My face was still pressed into Velda's wet cunt, but my entire body was so taut with tension I'd stopped licking her.
And, to my surprise, my own slick cunt was responding as if I somehow wanted to be fucked by Boomer. My clit was tingling wildly, on full anticipatory alert as the pulsating pleasure within my crotch quickly grew in intensity.
My God, was I actually turned on by the thought of a wildly ferocious beast fucking the hell out of me? Raping me, actually. It didn't seem possible, but if so, I was the sickest little elementary schoolgirl I'd ever known.
And I soon knew I was sick, because when Boomer finally realized he'd found my slippery pussy, he pushed the entire length of his throbbing pink cock the rest of the way in, the sensation unlike anything I'd ever felt before.
Then he stood completely still for a very long moment, encased entirely within me, as if savoring the slickly hot little cunt he'd discovered.
“Ohhh God!” I moaned, the wet throbbing of that dog's huge dick making me shudder with a demented pleasure that entirely enveloped me. “It's so big and in so deep! I can't believe it!”
And I couldn't.
In other words, a big German shepherd guard dog named Boomer was going to fuck me and I was going to let him. No, worse-I was going to actively participate, just as the little dog-fucker Ingrid was doing, right beside me!
Unbelievable.
And then Boomer began to fuck me, faster and more furiously than I'd ever been fucked. His sock-shod paws gripped and held me even tighter in place as he rammed his thick cock into me without letup.
“Uhhhh! It's so fucking good,” I couldn't help crying out. “He's fucking my brains out! I love it! I'm a huge slut and I love it! Ohhh, God!”
I guess I was. A huge slut. And clearly, a dog-fucker.
I mean, he was fucking me to death and I wanted it to go on and on. His breath was hot on my naked back, ragged and fast, his large furry underside pressing against me, holding me in place, as my spasming cunt was filled to almost bursting with the full size of his doggy-dick.
It was sliding in and out of me like a fleshy jack hammer!
At the same time, I was licking blonde Velda's gorgeous cunt, licking into it with unbridled passion, running my tongue up and down her juicy slit and then focusing on her sweet clit.
When I sucked it into my mouth, her clitoris, using my slippery tongue to lap back and forth across the quivering pink nub as I did so, she stiffened with a low moan, then began working her crotch against my face.
As she did, the sleek muscles in her inner thighs stood out in sharp relief, and I poked a finger up her pussy juice-slickened asshole, then followed it with a second. With both fingers deep in her firm butt, I fingerfucked her asshole until she was squirming so much I could barely keep my mouth on her.
But I did.
“Keep doing it like that!” Velda groaned with obvious pleasure. “Carol and Ingrid were right-you have a great mouth! Ummm! You're going to make me come really fast! Ohh, yes, yes! Uhhh!”
But, as fast as Velda thought she was going to come, 14-year-old Ingrid (spurred on by the sudden throbbing ejaculation of the big dog fucking her) came even faster, her orgasm causing her to groan:
“I'm coming! Ohhh, God! Bosco's getting his rocks off in me! Ohhh! I can feel his cum pouring into my cunt!”
They kept at it, Ingrid and the big German shepherd next to us, fucking like crazed weasels, the small girl grinding her bare ass back into the big dog's jerkily thrusting body as if wanting his huge cock even deeper inside her.
“Fuck me harder, Bosco!” little Ingrid panted. “Harder! Faster! Fuck me, fuck me! Fuck the shit out of me!”
And he soon pumped every last spurt of his semen into her, then abruptly pulled his cock out of her so that a huge splooge of the pale white stuff poured out of her cunt like a milky waterfall.
“Oh God, that was fun,” Ingrid panted a couple of breathless moments later, sagging. She took a moment and then stood up shakily. “I'm totally filled with dog cum!”
It was like I was in the middle of a three-ring sex circus and was crazy enough to be loving every second of it.
A sex circus which came to a screeching halt when the plank door to Jackson's loft apartment was suddenly thrown open by Miss Hellview herself, stalking into the room with a murderous look on her face.
“What the hell!?” she raged, dressed in a silk wrap-around robe. “Emily's father called. He and her mother are on their way here. Are you all insane!?”
It definitely was a valid question. To which I had no answer. And, of course, neither did any of them.



CHAPTER 22


Good grief, my text message to my dad actually worked! And Miss Hellview's dramatic entrance had saved me!
Unfortunately, I had no desire to be saved right then. In fact, I was so insanely aroused sexually, I could not stop fucking. My little underage cunt was throbbing with a life all its own, my bare inner thighs coated with my flowing juices, my first orgasm hitting me broadside right at the moment Miss Hellview made her unexpected appearance.
“Ohhh yes!” I groaned, climaxing, my entire little 11-year-old frame shaking uncontrollably. “I'm coming so hard! He's fucking me so good! More, more, more! Fuck me, Boomer, fuck me right into next week! God!”
And, even though Velda had quickly slid out from under my mouth and stood right up beside the couch at her aunt's surprise appearance-and young Ingrid froze in place as if she was merely an innocent bystander-Boomer paid it no mind and, if anything, rammed his giant cock into me with even greater fury.
Maybe, like me, he sometimes enjoyed an audience. Show-off.
Anyway, he was like some kind of fucking machine, much as Velda told me. And I couldn't get enough of him, even with Miss Hellview standing right there, white with rage at the indecent scene before her.
“Emily!” she said harshly. “Please stop that this instant!”
“I can't, Miss Hellview,” I managed to answer shakily, squirming my bare little ass in a sort of cork-screwing motion to get every ounce of indecent pleasure out of Boomer's non-stop thrusting. “He's fucking me so good! I can't get enough of it! Ohhh, God, I'm coming again!”
And I did, come again, as they all watched me panting through a second orgasm that rolled over me like a runaway train and made me groan loudly with a series of sharp breathless gasps. I was on fire, alive in every fiber of my skinny little body, the big dog's cock getting every bit of my youthful attention.
“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I kept moaning, over and over. “Fuck me until I can't walk! Ohhhh, yes! Uhhh! Uhh!”
Boomer's grip on my narrow waist suddenly tightened even more as a low growl emitted from his throat. His huge pink cock suddenly jerked deeply within me as a torrent of his milky dog semen burst free inside my spasming cunt.
“He's coming in me!” I announced. “Ohhh God, I love it!”
His final thrusts into me were the hardest and fastest yet, the river of cum he poured into my pussy filling it immediately to overflowing, then washing back out and cascading down the backs of my skinny bare thighs.
He came, it seemed, for an impossibly long time, his spurting cock filling me again and again as he continued to ejaculate.
“Emily!” Miss Hellview barked. “Please stop!”
I did stop, and the dog finally did, but only after his throbbing dog dick jerked out the remainder of his load and filled me even more with his warm white dog cum. He held onto me for another long moment, his thick cum wet on my legs, all the way down to my knees.
Boomer then slid his huge swollen cock out of me and simply hopped off my back.
I was still handcuffed to the bench, breathing so hard I was afraid I'd pass out from not enough oxygen. My bare ass and cum-filled pussy were sticking up in the air for the entire world to see.
“I'm sorry, Miss Hellview,” I said haltingly. “It made me so crazy, I couldn't stop. He fucked me so good, it was like a dream.”
I heard her exhale slowly behind me.
“It's okay, my dear,” she said. “None of this is your fault.”
“Yes, ma'am.”
She then turned her attention to the perpetrators of my kidnapping and humiliation, her manner as strong and as seemingly unforgiving as that first day I'd nervously met her in her stark office. The real Miss Hellview.
“Velda, take those handcuffs off the poor girl,” her aunt commanded. “And Jackson, you're fired. You have fifteen minutes to pack and leave or I'll have you put in jail. Get out of my sight.”
He was silent for only a moment, then apparently realized it was useless to try talking his way out of it. I mean, sex with underage girls, kidnapping and dog rape seemed a pretty serious breech of his probable employment agreement. He said a quick and contrite, “Yes, ma'am,” and then headed away to pack.
As soon as Velda uncuffed me, I shakily stood up, rubbing my thin wrists.
“Give Emily back her clothes,” Miss Hellview said. “And be quick about it.”
It only took a moment for Velda to scoop up my little nightie and underpants from where I'd dropped them, then hand them to me. I nodded to her, but she pretended not to notice.
I guess we were never going to be best friends, or even just pussy-licking lovers, after all.
With obvious disbelief, Miss Hellview watched me slip into my panties and shorty nightgown. “Velda, is that all Emily was wearing?” she asked icily. “You dragged her over here in the middle of the night in just her underwear?”
Her niece had no reasonable answer for that, so just looked to the floor, shaking her head as if it made no sense to her, at all, that she'd ever be called to account for her 'playful' fun with me.
Both large dogs, Bosco and Boomer, stood by at attention, panting. It was impossible to ignore their huge cocks, both still fully erect, pink and swollen and dangling loosely between their legs.
But with a severe look and a sudden flick of Miss Hellview's slim wrist and fingers, a sort of secret guard dog signal, maybe, they both immediately lay down side by side. With their big brown eyes only on her, their mistress and master, they obviously awaited further orders.
Velda and Ingrid stood by, visibly trembling, as Miss Hellview slowly turned back to them.
Of the two naked 8th-graders, little Ingrid looked the worse for wear. She had Jackson's cum still on her lips and her chin, in her red hair and even a long strand of it hanging from one of her pointy nipples. In addition, her dripping wet cunt gaped open still from the huge dog cock she'd taken inside of her.
And Bosco's massive load of dog semen continued to ooze slowly out of her swollen slit, her tightly coiled red pubic hair soaked with it. Further, shiny trails of the sticky white substance coated her bare inner thighs all the way down to her knees.
The little 14-year-old had been so thoroughly fucked, and saturated with cum by both man and beast, that there was no point in her denying anything, even though she hadn't been caught in the actual act.
“Velda and Ingrid, you're both expelled,” Miss Hellview announced. “Get dressed, go to your rooms and stay there until I call your parents in the morning.”
Little redheaded Ingrid nodded sadly, a girl who apparently was used to getting into trouble, but big blonde Velda looked positively shocked. And mortified.
“Aunt Christine!” she said. “I'm your own niece! And my mom and dad'll kill me! You need to give me another chance.”
Miss Hellview studied her tall blonde 14-year-old niece for a long moment, but then shook her head. “Velda, I've already given you more than enough chances,” she said. “And I cannot excuse your horrible actions against one of my students. I'm sorry, but that's my final decision. Now, go.”
Jackson came out of the back room then, head down, carrying a battered old suitcase. He walked through the room and out the door without a word to any of us. Velda and Ingrid hurriedly got dressed and left next, both of them beginning to cry as the impact of what they'd brought upon themselves finally hit home.
They'd be gone by morning and their bullying days at Miss Hellview's Private School for Girls would be over. I was also betting that when Carol returned, she'd either behave herself or get tossed out as well, now that her inside connection through Miss Hellview's niece had come to an end.
In any case, I felt I could handle her.
“Emily, I'm extremely sorry you had to experience this…this nightmare,” Miss Hellview said, shaking her head. “My niece has always had problems, and I hope you'll forgive me for not seeing what was going on.”
I gave her a shaky smile and a little shrug.
“What did my dad have to say?” I asked. “I hope my message didn't scare him too bad.”
Miss Hellview gave me a long look.
“I assured him I'd take care of it,” she said. “He and your mother should be here within the next two hours or so.”
She and I were alone in Jackson's quarters, her silken wrap doing nothing to hide her flawless body. It was clinging to her supple breasts and firm bottom in all the right places, her large nipples distended and poking against the skimpy fabric.
In the air was the odor of my captivity, the unmistakable odor of frantic fucking and sucking, an intoxicating mixture of cum and sweat and pussy. In fact, my entire face still smelled like Velda's sweet perfect cunt and my own cunt was still openly seeping tiny rivulets of dog cum.
Miss Hellview was thoughtful, then glanced at the two large German shepherds, both awaiting her orders.
“So…you enjoyed yourself with one of my canines,” Miss Hellview observed. “And made a friend of him. So much so, that you couldn't bring yourself to stop… befriending him. Until you both finished.”
I might have blushed at her comment, except that I found it far more exciting than embarrassing.
“I was terrified at first,” I told her. “But Boomer fucked me so good I could barely breathe! And he made me come so hard, twice in a row, I almost passed out. It was unbelievable!”
The tall blonde headmistress nodded, almost to herself.
“Let's wait for your parents in my room,” she suggested then. “We need to get you cleaned up. Maybe a nice hot soapy shower…”
I knew then she intended to spend a little more quality time with me before my parents arrived, the kind of time I enjoyed just about more than anything. I nodded happily, but then looked to the guard dogs a moment.
When I looked back to Miss Hellview, I had an expression I hoped conveyed my meaning to her.
Which was: a little more canine-fun would suit me fine. I'd climaxed so hard it'd nearly shaken the fillings in my teeth loose, but it only served to make me want even more of the same.
Could I have been a bigger oversexed slut?!
But Miss Hellview smiled again, understanding me, and made one of those secret signals so that only Bosco stood up, ears and tail alert, his large pink cock still dangling provocatively. The shaft of it was still slick and shiny with little Ingrid's slippery pussy juices.
“Since you've already made a friend of Boomer…” Miss Hellview continued, smiling and motioning for the dog to follow us, ”…let's see if you can get to know Bosco equally well. He's my favorite, actually. His cock's a bit larger than his brother's. Thicker, that is.”
I gave her a look.
“Good to know.”
Virginia K.G. Ryder
Little Emily's Family Depravity



CHAPTER 23


“Your father's quite attractive,” Miss Hellview informed me, something I knew only too well. “In my first meeting with your parents, he and your mother seemed at odds regarding how best to 'handle' you. Her words. Your mother believed a schedule of punishment might better 'calm you down.' Again in her words. But your father had a more lenient train of thought.”
That figured.
Of course, I could easily understand my mom's position. My dad had cheated on her, with me-her supposedly innocent little elementary school daughter. Who turned out to be a regular big slut, after all.
Oh, well. And I sincerely did hope to one day repair our relationship, between me and my mom, I mean. She was my one and only mother.
It was still dark out, a little after 4:00 a.m., and Miss Hellview and I were in her private quarters, waiting for my parents to arrive. They were still at least an hour and a half away. I'd retrieved my new cell phone, which got me a quick look but no comment, and I'd called from Jackson's bathroom to let my dad know I was fine.
I told my father they didn't have to make the drive up, that Miss Hellview had 'rescued' me, but he said they were already in the car and insisted on coming to see me anyway. He said they had something important to tell me and they wanted to do it in person.
The way he said it, I assumed it was about a divorce.
Damn.

“Are you sure this thing will hold me?” I needed to know. “And Bosco?”
Miss Hellview and I were both naked and I was in her sex swing, a very expensive contraption which hung securely from a large stainless steel hook fastened to the ceiling of her huge walk-in closet. It was a complex arrangement of sturdy straps with several pillow-type pads attached, able to be canted forward or backward, depending on the particular activity desired.
In addition, it had two soft leather stirrups, also able to be adjusted for whoever was using it.
“It's rated at 500 pounds,” she smiled at me. “And built for nothing but fucking.”
Which was exactly what I was about to use it for. We figured I could get in a quick but highly satisfying fuck before my parents arrived. In fact, as soon as I'd seen it, her personal sex swing, I knew I had to try it.
I was comfortably reclined in it, tilted back at the perfect angle for a big German shepherd dog to stand on his hind legs. Which Bosco was doing, leaning forward onto my skinny bare body but without putting his full weight on me. That was the point of the sex swing's design, after all.
Bosco was fully erect, already panting and clearly very familiar with what was expected of him. Good dog.
“I've done this many times,” Miss Hellview told me.
My small bare feet were in the smooth stirrups and she was adjusting the length so that my narrow knees were raised and parted exactly so. For maximum penetration, she informed me. Yet another point of the sex swing's design.
“And Bosco can fuck all night,” she added. “He comes again and again and can make you endlessly come.”
Not just a good dog-a very good dog.
From where the big dog stood, against me but slightly back, I suddenly felt his swollen pink penis graze my bare inner thigh, leaving a wet spot on my young flesh. I jerked with surprise, then shook my head at my own jumpiness.
“Sorry,” I laughed nervously. “God, it's just that his dick's so huge!”
Miss Hellview laughed too. “Emily, you're going to love it.”
Then she leaned in between the array of straps and, when I turned my face to her, she kissed me full on the mouth, sucking at my lips and tongue as I eagerly kissed her in return. My breathing jumped to an entirely new level with this intimacy between us, my heart racing, as her fingertips traced lightly down my flat tummy. When she paused to toy with the fine curls of my new pubic hair at the top of my overly-moist cunt, I sucked in my breath.
“You get me so excited,” I told her. “Everything you do to me does.”
“You remind me of myself,” she said. “When I was your age, I could never get enough sexual pleasure. I always wanted it, just like you.”
With her hand between me and the gorgeous German shepherd that was about to pierce me relentlessly with his enormous cock, Miss Hellview touched at my quivering tiny clitoris, causing me to stiffen with a gasping sigh.
“Oh, yes!” I panted, my knees spreading slightly wider on their own. “You could make me come just touching my clit like that!”
“I could,” she said breezily, “but that's Bosco's job, making you come.”
Our lips were still lightly touching, our breath almost as one, and she gently massaged my clit for only another brief moment, then moved her fingers away. Looking down, I saw her give Bosco's stiff cock a quick squeeze. Then she stepped back.
“You love to fuck, right?” she asked.
I gave her a little shrug. It wasn't something I could deny, not after she'd watched me with Boomer, when I was unable to give up even a moment of his fucking me, audience or not.
“I do love to fuck.”
“Emily, this'll be the best fucking you ever had,” she promised. “ Ever.”
And carefully, she moved Bosco forward so that his paws were wrapped around my trim waist and his lower body was cradled by my widely-spread young thighs. She reached down and lined up his stiff cock with my sweet 11-year-old cunt.
“Fucking's my favorite thing,” I admitted to her, my excitement running away with me as I put my skinny arms around the beast as best I could. “God, I'm just so shaky, I can barely catch my breath.”
I swallowed hard at the warm sensation as the very tip of him entered me, the slickened lips of my preteen pussy parting slightly. His big pink cock was trembling, throbbing even, the vibrations of it sending little jolts of pleasure through me as I anticipated the entire huge shaft of it within me.
My juices were already more than evident-while my excess wetness usually seeped down into the firm crack of my butt whenever my dad fucked me, I could instead feel it this time actually dripping out of me. It was forming a large wet spot on the towels Miss Hellview had placed on the carpet beneath her sex swing, soon to be joined, I knew, by a veritable river of dog cum pouring into me and then out of me.
“I'll start him out slow,” she promised.
But with a quick, unexpected little thrust on Bosco's part, at least half of his swollen-hard dog penis slid into my slippery young pussy, spreading me widely open as it slickly entered me.
“Oh, God!!” I groaned sharply with both surprise and pleasure. But it wasn't the big shock I'd expected-after all, I'd already been opened up down there by his brother Boomer, who'd fucked me a short while ago like he was going to a fire. “It's already inside of me!”
Miss Hellview patted the big dog on the rump, his tail wagging instantly at the attention from his master.
“Halfway in!” Miss Hellview corrected, her bright blue eyes smiling. To him, she whispered, “That's my good dog, my sweet doggy! Be nice to Emily and fuck her really good. She loves to fuck as much as I do.”
I looked down between my naked body and Bosco's, my eyes widening. Because even with half of the large dog's stiff cock encased in my pussy, it still seemed almost impossible that the rest of that giant thing would fit into my narrow pink slit.
I shook my head with a nervous laugh.
“It still looks like too much for my little cunt,” I observed. I was trembling all over, a mixture of rampant sexual excitement and fear coursing through my veins. “It still seems too big to go all the way in.”
Miss Hellview kept her hand on Bosco's rump.
He was seemingly ignoring me, his large handsome head turned to the side, even with his cock partially encased in my wet, tightly gripping pussy. He was concentrating instead only on his master.
“You can handle it,” she assured me. “You already fucked Boomer, after all.”
“I guess.”
And she gave the big German shepherd a quick smack on the rump, this time his cock cleaving into my little cunt fully to the hilt, the second half far thicker than even the first. My heart almost stopped with the shock of it.
“Ohhh!” I gave out with a little cry. But then, “It's in, it's in me!”
Bosco didn't hesitate.
The second his huge cock was fully inside my stretched-open pussy, he started fucking me so hard I was almost thrown into another world.
“Ohhhh God!” I could barely keep up, my narrow hips jerking back and forth with the pure wanton pleasure of his fucking. My pussy was so alive I swear it was crackling with electrical excitement. “I'm dying, I'm dying! It's so fucking good! God, he's going to fuck me right to death!”
And he was, fucking me like a dog gone wild, thrusting that huge dick of his into the deepest depths of my cunt, nearly splitting me in two as he rammed himself to the hilt in me.
“I love it, I love him fucking me so much!” I moaned, squirming with what movement I could muster with Bosco holding me so tight. He was almost crushing the breath out of me, but I didn't care. “Fuck me more, fuck me even more! Fuck, fuck, I want his cock to keep fucking me! Ohhhh! It's so deep!”
And then I had my first of several orgasms with him, my slippery pussy tightening like a slick glove around the big dog's pistoning cock but not even slowing him down. As I came, panting and groaning as if this was my final act on Earth, I cried out so loudly I was afraid the entire school would hear.
“I'm coming so hard!” I managed, squirming like my bare ass was on fire. “I'm coming and coming and coming! Ohhh, God! Uhhh! Uhh! Yes, yes, more, more, fuck me more!”
And fuck me more, he did.
Bosco fucked me so much, and put me through so many orgasms, that I nearly lost consciousness. I swear, the unstoppable engine of his giant cock turned that huge pink appendage of his into a virtual fucking machine. It took me from one level of perverted pleasure to even higher levels of crazed pleasure, until the final intensity of it all caused me to almost forget who I was.
Almost.
When the big German shepherd finally came, ejaculating into me with a rush of thick liquid that spurted into me several times, his dog-cum was gushing into my swollen cunt as if from a throbbing fire hose.
I came one last time, hugging my knees to him as I climaxed with a series of shuddering spasms, groaning with indescribable pleasure until I was hoarse.
“Nothing's ever felt like this!” I moaned, going finally limp in the sex swing, my limbs aching with the pounding my cunt had taken. “It's beyond every orgasm I've ever had, like it's my first time coming! My, God…”
Bosco then gave a shake of his head and pulled his thick cock out of me without so much as a look back-he just dropped to all fours and sauntered away from the sex swing as if my spectacular fucking (and my spectacular pussy, I liked to think) was his normal fare, nothing to write home about.
Boy dogs. Huh.
“Holy fuck!” I gasped, when I could at last speak again. “That was unbelievable!”
Miss Hellview was instantly there beside me, kissing my mouth, my face, my ears, even my slender little-girl throat with her sweet luscious lips. “Holy fuck, is right,” she agreed. “It's very much like a religious experience!”
And as if to further prove the religious thing, she suddenly dropped down to her knees in front of me, kneeling on the pile of towels now entirely drenched with Bosco's semen.
As I hung there, my small feet in the stirrups, my knees spread apart just so, and my pussy so filled with the big dog's remaining cum that it was slowly draining out of me, Miss Hellview put her mouth to my still-throbbing crotch and began licking all of Bosco's semen out of me.
“This feels so wrong!” I had to laugh. “Something I definitely know about. But, God, I love it!”
Her tongue was like a fluttering bird, licking into my cunt in all the right places, hovering around my still-tingling clit as it about to alight, but then not, merely bringing my level of excitement back to the 'intense' setting so she could make me come yet again.
“I love Bosco's cum,” she told me, licking it up. “And you're right-it's the very wrongness of it that excites me so.”
But, of course, I already knew that about her.

I'd been greatly surprised earlier, as Miss Hellview was first putting me into the sex swing, when she told me:
“I've always been a dog girl. Even when I was very young, I enjoyed experimenting sexually with my pets. I was only about your age when I first let our family dog, Rocky, fuck me. It was all I could think about for days, until I managed to do it again.”
I gave her a look.
“I know that feeling,” I admitted. Of course, I meant it about my father, the intensity of our secret fucks something I thought about endlessly on the days we couldn't manage to do it. “Wanting it so bad, I mean..”
She stared into my eyes. And then she brought up something I'd hoped she'd simply forget I'd mentioned. A lie. My lie, about my father and I.
“My father always paddled me,” she started. “Like your dad. It always excited me. And, like you, he did it with my pants down, on my bare ass.”
She hesitated a long moment, as if waiting for my comment, but I merely nodded, uncertain how to respond. I mean, my God, I'd made up the entire story and here Miss Hellview had lived the actual thing.
“If it stung too much,” she went on, “and I'd cry, he'd rub my hurt bottom all over to make it feel better.”
I still didn't know what to say, so I just sort of nodded numbly, as if her story was exactly the same as mine.
“Right…” was what I managed to say.
“But it led to more than that,” Miss Hellview went on. “Rubbing my bare bottom, he soon had his fingers in me, in my anus and my vagina both, comforting me. And oral sex next became a part of every paddling, so I'd be bad on purpose. Wanting it. His mouth on my pussy. From there, of course, you can imagine what came after…”
I was still staring at her, but I knew I had to say something. Anything.
“Right,” I said again. But added, “There was more to it, with me, too, than the paddling…”
And, as crazy as it seems, in that moment of emotional weakness, feeling closer to Miss Hellview than any person I'd ever known, I told her the truth, the story of my dad and me, fucking, sucking, my butterfly vibrator, him screwing me in my butthole, getting caught fucking on the couch by my mom, even going to the sleazy motel with my father and my uncle and fucking them both all evening.
When I was finished, Miss Hellview merely nodded.
It had all excited her greatly, though, I could tell by her breathing. By the slight glaze in her eyes. And by the way her fingers found my sopping-wet cunt and eagerly entered me.
“Please don't tell him I said anything,” I suddenly got scared. “He's really sweet to me, but I'd hate to disappoint him.”
“I understand,” she said. “It'll be our secret. Now let's get Bosco in here between your legs so he can fuck you…”



CHAPTER 24


By the time my parents arrived, at a little after 5:15 a.m., I was cleaned up and sparkling like new. It was still dark out and none of the other students in the school would be awake for at least another two hours.
Miss Hellview and I sat in her office, both of us prim and proper.
She was in one of her many long dark dresses, her blonde hair once again pinned tightly behind her head, her haughty manner restored to its full haughtiness. In my crisp new school uniform, I was scrubbed brightly from head to toe, my silky brown hair shiny and smelling like expensive shampoo and conditioner.
“Daddy!” I jumped right up when he walked in, alone. I ran to him and hugged him hard, acting just like the excitable little 11-year-old daughter I was. “I'm always so glad to see you!”
My father hugged me back, then stood looking at me a long moment.
“Where's mom?” I asked. “I thought she was coming, too.”
“She's waiting out in the car,” he said. “She thought it'd be better if I handled this part of it alone.”
“Oh.”
That didn't sound good. My mother was obviously still too upset to deal with me. Or with my father and I, together. I realized it probably wouldn't be a particularly pleasant drive home. Actually, it would more likely be a nightmare.
“I can give you some privacy,” Miss Hellview suggested, diplomatically, standing as she said it. “It seems you need to discuss a family matter.”
My father turned his attention to her.
“That won't be necessary,” he told her. “You'll need to hear this, as well. I'm taking my daughter back home with me. It was my wife's idea that she attend here, branding her as a so-called troubled girl, but my wife and I have reached an…agreement about the future of our relationship that changes that.”
I exhaled slowly, feeling I'd been punched in the stomach. Divorce. Or at least separation. I'd known what to expect, of course, but it was still a shock to discover I was correct.
“Oh, God, Daddy,” I said, holding back tears. “I came here so you two wouldn't split up.”
“I know, sweetheart,” he said, gently. “And we'll explain everything to you on the way home. I think we've worked out something agreeable to all of us. So get your things and we'll head home.”
I nodded, not sure whether to be glad or sad.
“Okay,” I tried a smile. “I'll go pack.”
When I looked to Miss Hellview, I could see she wasn't very happy at this turn of events. Actually, she looked to me with a genuine sense of loss, shaking her head almost imperceptibly.
“Emily, I'm so truly sorry to see you leave us,” she said. “I feel we were just getting to know each other…”
I gave her a warm look.
“I'm going to miss you, too,” I admitted. “A lot. Even though you're a grown-up and I'm just a dumb kid, I thought we had a lot in common.”
Miss Hellview gave me a look.
“You're not a dumb kid,” she told me. “You're definitely special.” To my father, she said, “Your sweet little daughter has been a joy to have at my school, for even her brief time here. I'd hoped to continue her studies, her…education, personally, in what I like to consider the classical sense.”
“I've already learned a lot,” I told my father. “Miss Hellview said I'm a very fast learner.”
Which got me a knowing smile from her.
“She's definitely that,” my tall blonde former headmistress affirmed. “Truthfully, little Emily is the fastest learner I've ever had the pleasure to get my hands on. I'll miss her more than you'll ever know.”
I'll admit, that was nice to hear.
“Daddy?” I asked then, which got both my father and my ex-headmistress to turn to me. “Will you bring me back to visit Miss Hellview sometime, so you can see, too, how much fun she is to know?”
And I gave him a look, a look which-knowing me as he did-caused him to take a much longer look at the beautiful Miss Hellview, a blond goddess with the face of an actual angel, a self-assured, powerful angel who could grant many highly pleasurable wishes.
She studied him as well, coolly it seemed but with what I knew to be an understated passion, obviously liking what she was seeing. And, knowing and understanding what she did about him and me, she nodded her approval.
“I'd like that,” she said simply.
“Absolutely,” my father agreed. “A visit, it will be.”
And we all three gave each other a big smile.



CHAPTER 25


On the long drive back home, as the first glimmer of daybreak appeared to the east, my father explained to me what had happened in my absence.
We were in my dad's big Lincoln, all three of us in the wide front seat, me in the middle between them. My mother had insisted on it, as usual, but this time because she probably felt this would be our last ride together as a family. It also seemed to me she was on the verge of tears, but holding herself in check for my sake.
Our seating arrangement immediately reminded me of the dirty fun I'd had with my father and my uncle in the same configuration earlier, but this trip clearly had a far grimmer feel to it.
At a silent nod from my mother, my dad started:
“Your mom just couldn't get over our…indiscretion,” he told me. “And then she found all the pictures you and I took-”
Oh, no. Those. This wasn't going to be good.
Over the last year or so, when I was still a 4th-grader, my dad and I began taking photos of our fun together with his new digital camera. With a tripod and auto-timer.
“Uh oh!” I said. “That had to be bad.”
I kept my eyes straight ahead, not looking at my mom. However, I could hear her sudden intake of breath. Like my dad, she was dressed casually in jeans, but even without looking I could tell when she turned slightly in her seat to stare out the side window.
“It wasn't good,” my father admitted. “In fact, it was very bad.”
My mother said nothing, continuing to stare out the side window as my father did the talking. She was more tense than I'd ever seen her, and she was a naturally tense young woman to begin with, even though-as I'd already said-she was an attractive blonde of only 29 years old.
Anyway, the photo sessions with me and my dad started with a few normal shots, me in my little shorts and a tee-shirt, posing with a winsome smile on the couch in the basement. I'd soon taken off my tee-shirt to better show my emerging boobs and dark pink nipples. Then I'd slipped down my shorts and panties, leaving them around my ankles, to better show my better parts.
“Hold your beautiful 10-year-old pussy open,” my dad suggested, bringing the camera in a little closer. “Just like that!”
With my knees spread wide and holding my little-girl cunt open with my fingers, we'd done an entire series of close-ups, concentrating mostly on my sweet pink clit, alert and quivering by then. To keep it engorged with my youthful sexual arousal, he kissed it wetly now and then, not enough to make me come, but enough to keep my mind on exactly that.
“You have to fuck me when we're done,” I said to him. “You promised.”
“Right.”
There were also many shots of me on my knees, bent over the couch, spreading the firm little cheeks of my bare ass apart to better show my puckered asshole. Some photos were with my finger stuck up my tight butt, some without. But all of them from behind showed my other fingers in my slippery wet cunt, feverishly masturbating. I was extremely excited by it all.
But the most exciting shots were taken using the tripod and timer, my father's big cock in my mouth, or sliding into my slippery wet cunt or else half-way buried in my overly-lubricated asshole. In more than one photo, in fact, the tube of tropically-flavored lubrication he'd used in my tight but elastic anus was right in the shot.
There were also many of my dad's cum shooting into my mouth or onto my angelic little face, my chin and lips and cheeks dripping with it. I also remember there were four or five where I was showing him a mouthful of his warm semen, my small pink tongue stuck out and dripping with it, just before I swallowed the entire load.
Bad, bad, bad.
“Mom must have been hysterical,” I said, shaking my head. “When she found all of those.”
“She was,” he said. “And then she found the video we made.”
“I can't stand it,” I almost started crying. “This is just too much for my little heart to take.”
And I meant it, the sudden stress I was under making me wonder if it was possible for an 11-year-old to have an actual heart attack.
But my mother still refused to look at either of us, or even acknowledge we were in the car with her. It was getting worse and worse. At least, I figured, I'd probably end up living with my father so that my mom couldn't murder me in my sleep.
My dad continued:
“She made me play the video for her,” he said. “And we watched it all the way through. She was furious, but she wouldn't let me turn it off.”
I swallowed hard, picturing it, genuine panic rising in me.
We'd only made one video, my dad and I, a short time before my mom caught us fucking on the couch. It was over an hour long, taken in my dad's office on a Saturday afternoon where I'd gone with him to help out. Hah. We'd locked the door, closed all the blinds, and started out slow.
Lying on the carpet side-by-side together, he pushed my top up and played with my little boobs and nipples for awhile, while I slowly unzipped him and fished out his very hard cock.
“Do you like my titties?” I'd asked coyly, knowing the answer. “They're all yours, daddy.”
I'm certain my mom loved seeing that.
Next, I'd jacked him off, just enough to get him even harder, then slid out of my shorts and panties and pushed him onto this back. I threw one skinny bare leg over his face, and squatted down over it in a 69, my already dripping wet pussy over his mouth while I stretched out and took his rigid cock into my own mouth.
We did the 69 thing until we were both breathing hard, the camera positioned on its tripod to best see his tongue licking up at my preteen little cunt. He really licked it, too, I'll say that. You could also see my father's hands gripping the bare cheeks of my small ass and pulling my crotch even tighter to his face.
“Suck my clit more, Daddy,” I breathed. “Suck it. I need to come!”
And that's what he did, sucked my clit from underneath until I had a squirming orgasm that had me panting for even more. He then stuck two slick fingers up my tiny asshole, stretching it open, the camera still catching every filthy detail, and fingerfucked my butt while again sucking my clit.
Until I had a second wildly-trembling orgasm.
“Goddamn, you come so good,” he'd said to me. “You're such a great little slut.”
Still straddling him, I raised up on my hands so my firm little butt was tilted into his face. “I'm all yours, Daddy, your own little slut. Lick my asshole, please. I know that you want to.”
Still another moment my mother would've been better off not seeing.
Because my father did, of course, lick my asshole, and into it, probing deeply into me with his tongue, then licked my pussy again. Then he went back and forth between my two favorite spots in the whole world (my pussy and my butthole!) until I was about crazy and squirming insanely on top of him.
Throughout, we'd talked so dirty and filthy to each other in the video, I cringed as I remembered a few particular phrases my mother must've heard, watching the entire damn thing with my father.
When it came to my dad and I actually fucking, the camera was right there when he fastened my new butterfly vibrator around my narrow hips, adjusting it so that the little blue butterfly was perfectly fitted to my clit.
Then he laid on his back while I got on top of him, straddling his hips in a position he said was called a 'reverse cowgirl.' I squatted down fully onto his stiffly-standing cock while facing his legs, working myself slightly back and forth and taking it into my wetly-gripping pussy a delicious inch at a time.
The camera was positioned between his legs, on the floor, so as to not miss a single moment of his hard dick slipping up into me.
I leaned back then, his strong hands on my slender bare back to keep me from falling over, and started working my hips back and forth, faster and faster, fucking him like the little 11-year-old slut I clearly was.
And then, to top it off, my father used the remote control to suddenly turn on my butterfly vibrator, my clear reaction on the video to cry out and began pumping my narrow hips as if the end of the world was right around the corner.
I fucked him like a maniac!
Good God, what must she think of me? My mother. She probably wanted me dead, and my father with me.
We fucked for a very long time, my butterfly vibrator bringing me to one squirming orgasm after another. And my dad kept wildly pushing his thick cock up into me, his hands gripping my bare hips tightly as he repeatedly met the downward thrusts of my pulsating little cunt, slamming down into his crotch.
And, of course, the video camera caught every single inch of his thick cock crazily sliding in and out of me.
“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” I begged him, shaky and panting the entire time. “I keep coming, Daddy! Oh, God, there I go again! Fuck, I love it, getting fucked so good by you, yes!”
And then, after I'd climaxed one last time and finally slid off to the side off my father, his dick slipped wetly out of my tight cunt and left a slick trail of his milky semen across my bare thigh. As he watched me, I dabbed up a glob of it and licked it slowly off my fingers, grinning at him like the filthy preteen cum-slut I really was.
Again, all on crystal clear video.
“Now, that was fucking!” he'd announced, on the video as it finally ended. “Emily, you're the best fuck I ever had!”
Uh oh.

“And so…” my father continued in the car as we drove along, ”…that's why your mom and I were up so late when you sent me that text, to rescue you.”
“Killing each other?” I asked. Cringing. “Fighting?”
“Fucking,” he laughed. “Our video got your mother so excited, she made me fuck her and fuck her and fuck her while we watched it. And every time you came, with all the moaning and heavy breathing you do, she'd make me fuck her again.”
He turned to the side then, giving my mom an odd look.
Weirder still, she seemed to be blushing, though still not looking back at either one of us. I studied her as we drove along, trying to understand what, exactly, was really going on. And going on in her head. I was definitely confused.
“Watching that video,” she finally said, “of you fucking and sucking and coming so many times, drove me into an absolute frenzy! It made me realize what I was missing, with your father. And with you.”
Then she opened her purse and handed me something, which I looked at in the emerging light of dawn.
“It's the remote to my butterfly vibrator!” I gasped. “I don't get it.”
My mother faced me then, a wicked little smile on her pretty face.
“I'm wearing it,” she told me. “Your butterfly. I hope you don't mind. And your dad thought it'd be fun if you used the remote. On the ride home. To see how many times you could make me come.”
I stared at her, dumbstruck, unable to even respond.
My father laughed again, happier than I'd ever seen him. Ever. Especially with my mother.
He put his hand on my knee and gave it a warm squeeze. Then, as my mother watched without complaint, he slid his hand up under my plaid schoolgirl skirt to my bare inner thigh, giving it a squeeze as well.
“Daddy!” I jerked with a quick sigh. “Are you sure…?”
“Just use the remote,” he told me. “Your mom wants you to. And it'll make the long trip home go by really fast.”
“I'll bet.”
And so, sitting between my two parents that early morning, and driving home as a real family again, I pressed the small remote and watched my mom abruptly stiffen in her seat. A sharp little moan escaped her trembling lips as the tiny blue butterfly in her jeans went to work between her slender legs, sending pulses of pure vibrating pleasure straight into the center of her clit.
“Oh, Emily!” she groaned, clearly enjoying it. So I turned up the speed. “My God, it feels so good! Ohhhh! I love it, sweetie, I love it!”
Driving with one hand, my father's fingers then moved farther up my warm thigh and slipped under the damp crotch of my panties, into my wet cunt. He explored my slick opening with mounting excitement. For both of us. I started breathing harder, rocking my little butt quickly forward and back on the leather seat as if fucking his hand.
“Daddy's fingerfucking me,” I informed my mother. “I'm so wet!”
My mom nodded.
“I am, too,” she told me. “Totally wet.”
She'd unhooked her seat belt and scooted her shapely ass forward on the leather seat, lowering the back of it at the same time so she was sort of sprawled next to me with her legs apart. The crotch of her jeans were soaked through, the faint hum of my butterfly vibrator on her cunt like music to my ears.
At long last, we were getting along, mother and daughter, the way it was supposed to be. Sort of. But good enough for me.
It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra, the first time ever I'd seen that, and maybe the reason she'd waited in the car while my father came in to get me. So I boldly reached out and squeezed one of her boobs with my hand, encouraged that she jerked with a little sound of pleasure rather than pushing me away.
“Emily, play with my nipples,” she asked me. “They're real sensitive and I'm about 30 seconds away from coming my brains out…your little vibrator really makes me come hard!”
“I know,” I laughed. “See if this helps-”
I slid my hand under her top and found her firm bare breasts, squeezing them, one and then the other, before my fingertips lighted on one of her rubbery nipples. It was distended and swollen to a pointy tip.
“That's it!” she gasped at the sensation, her own little 11-year-old daughter working to help her come even harder by playing with her firm tits and sensitive nipples. “I love you so much, Emily.”
“I love you, too, mom,” I told her. “As soon as we get home, I want to lick your cunt while Daddy fucks you from behind…you can lick my cunt, too, if you want. We can do a mother-daughter 69 while he fucks each of us!”
“Ohhh God!” she gasped suddenly, apparently at the image I'd put in her mind. “I'm coming, I'm coming!”
And she came, my mother's climax from the tiny vibrator lifting her squirming ass right out of the seat as she closed her eyes and jerked taut. She moaned and panted exactly as I'd so often done, that unbelievably strong little vibrator taking her to levels of lewd pleasure only a woman can truly know.
“I want to touch your pussy,” I told her. “Like, right now.”
And I slid my hand down her flat tummy to the snap on her jeans and undid them, a second later my small hand sliding into the front of them. My mom wasn't wearing any panties, the small harness of the butterfly vibrator all I found. That and a handful of damp blonde pubic hair, before I slid my fingers down, over the vibrating butterfly, and arrived at her swollen cunt.
“Emily, my God!” she gasped again, spreading her firm thighs to give me better access to her sopping pussy. “You're making me come again! Yes, yes, fingerfuck me, sweetie, make your mother come one more time…”
“Of course…”
And so that's how it went, my father, my mother and I enjoying each other sexually all the way back home.
Of course, once home, I was again quickly enrolled as a 5th-grader at St. Katherine's Academy, with many fun times occurring between me and my cousins, my schoolmates, a couple of teachers, and even some of my girlfriend's parents.
Also the three of us together, my father, mother and I as a family, returned to visit Miss Hellview. Many, many times. Where my mom turned out to be an even more enthusiastic dog fucker than I was! Imagine that.
As a family, we also joined the incest-friendly swinger's club my Uncle Jack and his daughter belonged to, The Family Fun Club.
As members, we spent many pleasurable and wild weekends with my uncle, my cousin Kimberly, her younger cousin, Amy, both their mothers (who were sex-crazy sisters who owned their own fucking machine!), a gorgeous 14-year-old cheerleader from my school named Noelle Henderson, her parents, and a large group of sexually charged family fun folks, all members in the same club, and all of it secretly going on at a big old run-down place out on the edge of town called The Pink Flamingo Motel.
But that's a story for another time.
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